LIBRARY 

OF    THE 

UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA. 

OIKT     OF" 


Received 
Accessions  A"0.w.«s-»/ 


University  of  California  •  Berkeley 


STAR-FLOWERS, 


A     POEM     OF     THE 


WOMAN'S    MYSTERY 


BY 


THOMAS     LAKE    HARRIS. 


HEBE,  where  the  Old  Time  seeks  the  New, 
Sun-kindled  eyes  the  promise  view. 
Here,  where  the  New  Time  finds  the  Old, 
Songs  from  Her  Bridal  Word  unfold. 


CANTO  THE  THIED 


FOUNTAINGEOVE 

PRIVATELY   PRINTED 

1886. 


STAR-FLOWERS. 


CANTO   THE   THIRD. 


HI  17  BE  SIT  7 


TJBI7BBSIT7 


DEDICATION 


A  DEWY  crucifix  she  bore, 
All  violet,  gold  and  red : 

Now  that  the  holy  song  is  o'er, 
'Tis  forming  where  I  tread : 


'Tis  weaving  rays  of  splendid  flame, 
Here,  in  the  Social  Hall, 

Where  children  of  the  Bridal  Name 
Like  snowy  doves  give  call. 


I  dedicate  this  fiery  stroke, 
Made  as  Achilles  bold, 

To  all  who  lift  the  labor-yoke, 
And  find  in  God  their  gold. 


Thou  Sacred  One,  thou  Preciousness, 
This  verse  I  bore  for  thee : 

In  it,  by  many  a  gift  to  bless, 
Thou  goest  forth  to  be. 


1>  E  B  I  C  A  T  1 0 


The  mystery  of  God  fulfils: 

The  Drama  seeks  the  stage : 

Life  blossoms  full  for  miracles : 
Returns  the  Silver  Age. 


For  hamlets  of  the  mire  shall  be 
Brave  cities  of  the  sun, 

And  Issa's  Athens  glow  to  see 
Her  golden  Parthenon. 
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CANTO   THE   THIRD. 


1. 


CALIFORNIA. 

THE  Grecian  Muse,  to  earth  who  bore 
Her  goblet  filled  with  wine  of  gold, 

Dispersed  the  frown  that  Ages  wore 
Upon  their  foreheads  grim  and  cold, 
What  time  the  lyric  thunders  rolled. 


O'er  this  new  Eden  of  the  West 
The  mightier  Muse  enkindles  now: 

Her  joy-lyre  fashions  in  my  breast, 

And  wreathes  the  song-crown  for  my  brow, 
Ere  yet  her  loftier  powers  avow. 


Though,  like  Tithonus  old  and  gray, 

I  serve  her  'mid  the  swords  and  shields ; 

Her  being  opens  for  my  way, 
And  there  I  find  Elysian  fields ; 
And  there  I  dwell  while  Nature  yields. 
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My  Dian  of  the  sparkling  West, 
My  lady  of  the  silver  bow ! 

Here,  where  the  savage  men  made  quest 
For  golden  spoils  in  earth  that  grow, 
She  leads  the  Golden  Age  below. 


Beneath  her  feet  the  maiden  May 

Sits  crowned  with  roses  where  I  sing. 

My  brows  with  frosted  age  are  gray, 
But  all  my  being  glows  for  spring : 
A  golden  youth  'tis  hers  to  bring. 


So  in  her,  for  her,  I  abide, 

And  taste  the  goblets  of  her  bliss : 
Upon  the  hills,  with  morning  dyed, 

All  as  a  new  acropolis, 

Her  shrine  shall  yet  arise,  I  wis. 


And  here  shall  greater  Jiellas  burn, 
Irradiant  for  the  Solar  Powers; 

And  men  the  love  of  strife  unlearn, 

Tasting  from  lips  that  breathe  of  flowers, 
Made  young  by  joys  that  live  from  ours. 


And  here  shall  Woman,  born  of  Pain, 
And  on  the  lap  of  Sorrow  nursed, 

Lift  as  a  lily  of  the  plain, 

No  more  by  withering  woes  accurst; 
Yea,  on  the  God-lips  quench  her  thirst. 


And  here  shall  Hymen,  have  his  court, 
And  every  priest  a  Cupid  be, 


STAR-FLOWERS. 

Till  golden  babes  are  born  to  sport, 
Where  lift  the  waves  of  Mother-Glee, 
Borne  through  this  vast  Pacific  sea. 


Here  we  One-Twain  out-watch  the  old, 
While  golden  joys  for  time  begin : 

We  set  our  songs  for  gladness  rolled, 
As  gateways  where  the  hearts  go  in, 
Till  Love  reveals  her  orb  to  win. 


2. 


THE     ACTIVE     IDEAL. 

My  feet  are  shod  with  violet  fire  ; 
Large-hearted  Issa  breathes  desire. 
My  steps  are  in  the  joyful  ways ; 
Glad-hearted  Issa  lights  the  days. 


My  days  rest  in  their  sacred  nights ; 
Sweet-hearted  Issa  wafts  delights. 
My  lips  are  in  the  solar  kiss ; 
Sun-hearted  Issa  shines  to  bliss. 


Though  far  and  wide  the  numbers  flow, 
Still  Issa  in  them  twines  her  bow, 
And  wreathes,  to  set  o'er  human  plains, 
Her  arch  of  promise  in  the  rains. 


Her  dancing  lights  for  gladness  gleam, 
To  summon  joys  that  in  thee  dream, 
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Until  they  meet  the  morning's  gold 
And  lead  the  new  time  through  the  old. 


My  gold-flower  fruits  for  harvest  grain, 
Here  where  the  years  grew  cold  for  pain. 
Where  Issa-Lily  in  me  trod, 
The  soul  of  Nature  lifts  to  God. 


Through  vails  of  silver-violet  mist, 
The  Powers  that  lead  the  End  persist; 
And  in  my  joyful  song's  advance, 
The  spear-points  of  the  Morning  glance. 


In  Phoebus-Phoebe,  where  I  dwell, 
Transposing  through  this  earthly  shell, 
I  lift,  I  light,  I  gleam,  I  glow, 
Till  splendors  through  my  shadow  flow. 


The  dim  and  slumberous  under-world 
Draws  dawn-light  from  my  feet  impearled 
By  fires  in  fires  to  wings  in  wings 
I  penetrate  the  shadowings. 


The  death-frosts  in  the  bosoms  melt, 
Where  Issa  makes  her  blessing  felt. 
Surely  earth's  may- time,  long  deferred, 
Blooms  for  the  daughter  of  the  Word. 
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I. 

Poesies  Jesus  spoke,  or  Shakespeare  writ, 

Or  Plato  warbled  from  the  gods  again, 
More  real  substance  have  than  they  who  flit, 

Pale  vision-minds,  those  mortal  sons  of  men. 

Shall  I  be  terrified  by  voice  or  pen  ? 
Not  while  dim  phantoms  wield  the  pen-  or  voice. 

Crowd  back,  fantastic  shadows,  to  your  den : 
Hush,  in  the  drowsy  lusts  that  are  your  choice. 
The  joyful  cocks  they  crow,  the  generous  Morns  rejoice. 


II. 

There's  more  interior  sense  in  chanticleer, 

Who  thrills  for  rapture  of  the  hastening  sun, 
And  sounds  his  clarion  in  the  white  dawn  clear, 

Than  ye  from  all  your  sacred  tomes  have  won : 

The  cock  shall  be  your  condemnation, 
Ye  who  elaborate  the  mysteries ! 

That  small  bird,  in  his  orbs,  their  horizon, 
Holds  radiance,  by  imagery  that  plies, 
That  might  shew  God  to  you,  were  ye  but  kindly-wise. 


III. 

Did  God  Jehovah  visit  Tubal-Cain, 

Shewing  him  how  the  rugged  iron  to  sweat, 

And  fashion  share  and  mattock,  spear  and  chain  ? 
God  Promise  with  yon  Edison  hath  met, 
And  teacheth  him  of  Wisdom  to  beget 

On  the  hushed  lightning  powers  of  man's  desire, 
That  talk  from  land  to  land,  and  coronet 

Earth's  dusky  brow  with  circles  of  bright  fire, 

Making  the  iron  nerves  thrill,  as  if  each  held  a  lyre. 
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IY. 

Did  the  old  gods  charm  bells  in  many  a  steeple, 
To  exorcise  the  fiends  from  cold  church-yards  ? 

The  new  gods  chime  within  the  bosomed  people, 
Carilloning  to  scare  away  the  pards, 
And  rousing  up,  for  priests,  immortal  bards, 

Weaving  the  swift  vibrations  into  song ; 
Till  the  blithe  orb  its  friar's  gown  discards, 

And  lifts  to  Phoebus-Phoebe  wise  and  strong. 

The  Father's  way  opes  now ;  the  Mother's  way  erelong. 


V. 

Did  God  Jehovah  stand  for  Hebrew  Daniel, 

Holding  his  flesh  all  un consumed  by  fire  ? 
God  Helios-Christus,  in  young  nerves  the  channel, 

Weaves  immortality  for  bright  attire. 

Where  by  the  One-in-Twain  His  seed  respire, 
Lo,  He  in-breathes  by  gold-flames  to  the  brain ; 

And  O,  deliciously  the  airs  envire ! 
So  we  glow  forth,  assoiled  from  sin  and  blame, 
To  find  the  Real  where  the  creeds  but  shape  a  name. 


VI. 

Did  God  Jehovah  write  for  ancient  Moses 
Two  tablets  of  commands  on  Sinai  lone  ? 

God  Christus,  from  His  Christa's  lips  of  roses, 
Made  kisses,  that  to  me  are  tables  grown, 
Where  new  commandments  open.     Would  they  stone 

This  new  '  blasphemer'  ?     Stone  him  if  they  will. 
Think  they  to  reach  the  Infinite  Twain-One  ? 

Though  from  this  shadow-frame  the  life  they  spill, 

It  shall  transpose  again  from  God,  and  fold  and  fill. 
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VII. 

What  though  as  but  a  dew-drop  now  I  tremble, 

Thrilled  by  the  sun-rise  on  the  world,  its  thorn ! 
The  Powers  that  wrought  the  universe  assemble ; 

And  if  I  sleep,  'tis  in  the  womb  of  Morn ; 

And  if  I  wTake,  'tis  where  the  Loves  adorn 
Their  blissful  bodies  for  the  bridal  Day. 

Once,  by  the  circumcision  of  the  horn, 
Did  God  Jehovah  covenant  to  play 
In  Abraham's  aged  loins,  a  people  to  array  ? 


VIII. 

God  Father-Mother  covenant  with  this 

One-Twain  of  many  blessings :  sheep  and  goats 
I  burn  not  on  mine  altar  for  God's  bliss : 

I  win  no  fatlings  from  the  folds  and  cotes. 

But  through  me  heavenward  Issa-Lily  floats, 
Bearing  our  bridal  offering  to  the  skies ; 

Lifting  sweet  praises  so  by  lips  that  kiss 
To  God  for  adoration :  in  her  eyes 
The  answered  prayers  return ;  then  in  my  life  arise. 


IX. 

Through  many  a  river  of  the  old  traditions 

The  ebbing  sea  of  human  anguisli  moans. 
Did  gods  of  priestcraft  speed  upon  their  missions 

By  rains  of  fire  where  souls  but  slept  as  stones  ? 

The  God  I  dwell  in  moves  by  tones  in  tones, 
Till  all  the  channels  open  for  His  breast ; 

And  He  will  multiply  the  river-zones, 
Till  the  irradiant  Islands  of  the  Blest 
Shall  in  their  ocean  bloom,  circled  by  loves  at  rest. 
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X. 

Did  god  Perdition  multiply  his  terrors, 

And  the  foul  draught  of  endless  torture  mix 
For  frail  girl  babes,  afflicted  in  man's  errors, 

Whom  every  sting  of  shame  and  anguish  pricks ; 

Yea,  scorn  them,  lifted  on  man's  crucifix, 
Making  the  terrors  of  his  wrath  their  grave  ? 

On  Savior-Savioress  their  eyes  I  fix. 
Lo,  the  Omnific  Name,  'tis  '  Strong- to-Save !' 
O'er  tears  and  time  and  tomb  the  bridal  banners  wave. 


XI. 

Did  saintly  Peter  hold  the  ancient  keys 
That  turn  for  Paradise,  to  ope  its  locks  ? 

I  turn,  I  turn,  by  living  harmonies, 

Here  in  the  lightnings  and  the  thunder-shocks, 
By  wisdom  that  no  heart  with  promise  mocks 

Yet  fails  in  the  fulfilment:  words  are  sped 

Till  the  blithe  Heaven  drives  here  her  starry  flocks 

For  pastures  new,  and  men  by  her  are  fed, 

Even  as  kind  Issa  met  my  lips  with  bridal  broad. 


XII. 

The  mind  of  man,  with  all  his  fancied  knowings, 

Has  never  known  how  to  enjoy  the  earth. 
He  tastes  at  best,  from  brief,  uncertain  flo wings, 

A  visionary  glee  of  transient  mirth. 

The  gate  of  blisses  opes  through  Woman's  worth : 
From  the  imperial  cities  of  her  realm 

These  corpse-fires, — minds  of  an  illicit  birth, — 
Meet  the  divine  Minerva's  shield  and  helm ; 
Her  eyes  encharm  them,  soon  those  awful  eyes  o'erwhelm. 
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XIII. 

What  are  these  human  tigers,  apes  and  stallions, 

That  ramp  and  charge  against  the  Bridal-Word  ? 
Are  they  Napoleonic  armed  battalions, 

To  dare  the  edge,  where  Woman  is  the  sword  ? 

Do  the  fierce  Irnpotencies  herd  and  horde, 
To  storm  her  joy-realm  and  despoil  its  charms? 

She  meets  them  by  a  wealth  of  blisses,  poured 
From  seas  of  life,  enorbed  between  Her  arms : 
The  Woman  slays  her  foe,  with  slumber  for  alarms. 


XIV. 

These  conquerors  like  Caesar,  who  deflowered 
Ten  scared  virginities  in  one  small  night, — 

The  Awful  Mother,  She,  the  Myriad  Bowered, — 
Wrought  thus,  by  Goddess  and  by  shrine,  Delight ;- 
Think  ye  She  welcomed  in  this  felon  wight? 

She  folded  him  with  doom.     Adventure  where 
The  tempests  from  Her  flowing  seas  unite ; 

Look  ye  to  find  imperial  Julius  there? 

Oblivion  claimed  him  when  the  ages  made  despair. 


XV. 

'Tis  base  to  cuddle  in  a  wanton's  bed, 

Bat  the  enormity  of  baseness  flows 
When  men  survive  their  wantonness,  to  shed 

Worms  from  the  footstalk,  whence  the  life-flower  grows, 

And  rot  the  human  soil  whence  they  uprose. 
Thrice  doomed  are  such,  or  serf  or  prince  or  peer. 

The  Mother's  wrath  burns  fiercely:  last  it  snows 
White  vengeance,  till  their  blasted  shades  appear 
But  as  engorged  worms  from  corpses  that  uprear. 
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XVI. 

I  know  that  such  seem  to.  communicate 

Where  'Sludge  the  medium'  plies  his  trieksome  trade; 
Gay  spirits,  genial,  gladsome,  delicate, 

In  second  youth,  for  more  than  youth  arrayed, 

Proud  for  eternity  of  powers  displayed. 
Be  not  thoti  fooled  by  Nature's  frolic  arts : 

This  is  her  play.     He  who  her  sex  betrayed, 
Meets  the  Crowned  Woman  with  avensrinsr  darts : 

O        O 

Then,  for  each  wrong  he  wrought,  the  ghostly  traitor  smarts. 


xyn. 

Pardon  grows  slowly  for  the  penitent : 
By  no  small  penance  is  condoned  the  sin: 

He  has  outraged  the  Woman's  continent, 

Staining  one  flower,  its  stainless  wealth  to  win : 
He  pierced  the  Woman,  where  he  entered  in.. 

The  Awful  Mother  of  the  Myriad-Breast ! 
Her  vengeance  follows;  first  a  vapor  thin 

Wreathes  o'er  him,  till  the  clouds  of  doom  invest : 

Those  clouds  become  as  tire,  in  him  to  rise  and  rest. 


XVIII. 

Gay  nature-goats,  that  ply  for  wantonness 

On  feeble  word-babes  as  so  many  kids ; 
She  will  en  wave  them,  drifting  pilotless 

O'er  seas  where  Morn  shows  doomsday  from  its  lids; 

Then  gather  them  into  Her  pyramids. 
So  piles  the  weight  of  the  vast  woman's  woe 

Upon  them,  till  each  loathly  worm  forbids 
Its  coilings  to  the  fellow  worm  to  show : — 
His  night  for  Caesar  wins  such  recompense  below. 
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XIX. 

That  sin  which  man  counts  in  his  nature-needs, 

The  venial  outgrowth  of  his  frolic  lust, 
All  other  ills  by  greatness  overloads. 

He  jests  and  gibes  for  every  amorous  thrust, 

And  tastes  in  memory  with  renewing  gust. 
But  the  white  flower  that  so  he  spoiled  and  trod 

Uplifts  anew,  in  tear-drops  from  the  dust, 
And  through  such  tears  looks  up  to  eyes  of  God. 
Man  did  not  spare  the  babe ;  He  will  not  spare  the  rod. 


XX. 

Gay  women  frolic  in  the  wiferies, 

At  home  with  goats ;  the  sumptuous  custom-queens. 
There  is  a  Heart  that  feels,  an  Eye  that  notes. 

Strip  off  the  fardels,  break  the  gaudy  screens; 

Then  other  worlds,  of  other,  actual  scenes, 
Shew  the  pale  goatess  sans  her  golden  ring: 

No  more,  displayed  for  charms,  she  plumes  and  preens, 
On  Nature's  time-wave  tossed  for  billowing; 
A  scorpion  she  is  there,  pierced  by  her  own  vile  sting. 


XXI. 

( If  we  be  virtuous  shall  be  cakes  and  ale  ? ' 
If  we  are  virtues  bread  and  wine  the  more ! 

Did  any  grow  the  Joy- world  to  unvail ; 
Did  any  rise  to  make  his  life  the  shore, 
Where  the  celestial  love-waves  overpour, 

Then  speak  of  heavenly  tilings  by  earthly  names, 
Temples  would  rise  where  Mother  makes  the  door, 

And  through  the  leprous  streets  that  hold  the  shames. 

Yast  mysteries  might  ascend,  as  of  a  world  in  flames ; 
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XXII. 

And  man  bo  man  by  myriads  of  affections, 

Formed  through  intelligence  all  structure-wise ; 

One  with  the  soul-mate,  blending  for  perfections, 
That  here  for  out-birth  did  but  agonise. — 
Fond  Issa  touched  me  with  her  violet  eyes, 

And  said,  'Antiquity  small  wisdom  darts: 
She  never  did  unvail  the  mysteries 

That  open  to  the  World  of  Hearts-in-Hearts : 

Sunlight  o'er  the  dim  sea  not  brightens ;  it  departs. 


XXIII. 

'.No  Heaven  of  Woman  is  in  Jewish  books; 

No  Paradise  for  her  in  Grecian  lore.'— 
She  turned  toward  me  with  her  sweetest  looks, 

Then  murmured,  c  Thou  Adonis  from  thy  gore, 

Be  in  the  Truth,  the  truth  that  shall  restore 
And  lead  the  Silver  Age  to  blossoming. 

If  I  have  pressed  upon  thee  for  my  floor, 
To  lift  the  thought-buds  from  their  wintering, 
Now  I  will  wake  the  flowers,  thy  Lady  of  the  Spring. 


XXIY. 

She  cast  about  me  her  full  rounded  arms, — 

Before  she  had  embraced  me  but  by  one ; — 
My  being  thrilled  to  meet  her  form  of  charms : 

Her  limbs  were  firm  as  pillars  of  the  sun ; 

Her  mighty  breasts  rose  to  a  unison 
Of  awful,  exquisite  melodious  breath. 

*'  Thou  wert  my  goal,'  she  spoke,  '  and  I  have  won. 
The  Spirit,  for  the  Word  that  minist'reth 
Enters  thee  now,  through  all  where  Nature  wrought  for  death. 
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XXY. 

'The  proud  man-beast  who  led  by  Nature  rambles, 

Interrogates  his  self -wise  mind  to  know 
If  woman,  the  she-ass,  who  with  him  ambles, 

Be  not  a  boy,  whose  forms  did  not  quite  grow, 

By  superficial  imagery  to  shew. 
Woman  to  him  is  an  imperfect  toy ; 

A  mould  wherein  the  generations  grow; 
A  vassal,  meet  for  menial  employ, 
Who  incidentally  must  serve  for  manhood's  joy. 


XXVI. 

4  Others  still  hold  that  souls  will  shed  the  sex, 

Surviving  it  for  a  superior  state, 
As  writhing  worms,  the  leafy  bowers  that  vex, 

Doff  their  innumerous  legs,  and  teeth  that  ate 

The  summer's  foliage:  they  anticipate 
A  sexless  Eden,  where  their  wings  are  grown, 

And  they  shall  stand  as  cherubim  elate, 
Waving  their  plumes  toward  the  great  white  throne, 
And  long  hosannas  cry,  and  many  harps  intone. 


XXVII. 

'  The  Word-Heart  in  mankind  has  never  spoken, 

Through  the  dim  lapse  of  visionary  years. 
The  long  tenebrous  lull  is  never  broken, 

As  by  the  sound  of  trumpets  o'er  the  spears. 

But  She  is  heard  in  woman's  griefs  and  tears, 
And  felt  in  kisses  when  the  night  is  still, 

And  thoughts  breathe  forth,  through  mingling  hopes  and  fears, 
Of  some  dear  world  where  Love  shall  find  its  fill, 
And  woman  woman  be,  triumphant  over  ill. 
iii  3 
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XXV1IL 

'  'Tis  by  these  painful,  grieving  explorations, 
Seeking  to  find  the  lost  from  Woman's  Good ; 

Through  all  the  points  of  her  excoriations, 
Making  the  way,  to  reach  the  woes  that  brood 
By  deadly  swarms  of  clinging  vampirehood; 

Still  ever  toiling  onward  as  through  graves, 
In  one  sweet  purpose  of  sad  Saviorhood, 

The  coronation  of  the  sex  that  craves, 

This  Issa's  life  to  thine  upgathers  by  her  waves. 


XXIX. 

'  Blessed,  be  strong  in  me !  the  sexual  nature 
Of  woman,  word-quick,  doth  indeed  transform, 

Till  when  she  meets  the  nature-thief,  her  foeman, 
Her  powers  oppose  him  by  an  occult  storm, 
And  she  may  penetrate  him  by  his  worm. 

Now  I  will  shew  thee  of  a  secret  thing : 
That  siren  of  the  snake  derived  the  form 

Of  magic  art,  that  now  is  withering, 

From  man's  envenomed  lust;  'twas  man  begot  her  sting. 

XXX. 

<  For  those  who  are  the  deadliest  sons  of  Magic, 
And  work  their  sorcery  from  the  nether  space, 

Did  reason  out  conclusions  of  their  logic 

By  forms  and  numbers,  making  woman's  place 
To  hold  for  thought-seed  of  their  evil  race. 

They  push,  they  enter,  and  again,  their  worm 
Elaborates  to  frame  for  full  embrace. 

So  in  the  woman,  for  her  mortal  term, 

They  reap  the  spoils  of  lust,  and  she  receives  their  germ, 


<  Then  through  the  occult  chambers  of  her  being, 

A  shape  is  woven  as  a  duplicate ; 
A  double,  feeling,  hearing,  smelling,  seeing, 

Wherein  her  Paramour  may  simulate. 

He  will  possess  that  body,  and  create 
Through  it  again  for  human  image- wreaths; 

Then  lead  it  through  her  sense,  till  he  has  ate 
By  it  of  slumbering  ladies,  and  their  sheaths 
Serve  as  for  lips  to  him ;  they  feed  his  craving  deaths. 

XXXII. 

'  One  such  of  women  is  enough  to  cheat 

And  ruin  multitudes  of  pious  folk ; 
For  from  her  devil  she  sucks  magic  heat 

And  subtleties  her  evil  way  to  cloak. 

To  her  impiety  is  but  a  joke, 
And  sjie  will  do  the  direst  of  the  deeds; 

Still  creeping,  as  the  pale,  blue  autumn  smoke, 
From  pleasant  pools  where  the  miasma  feeds : — 
The  serpent  on  her  tongue  oft  as  an  angel  pleads. 

XXXIII. 

c  And  I  will  say  how  such  a  one  may  die. 

The  snake  breathes  upward  in  her ;  if  he  fails, 
A  languor  steals  upon  her  quietly ; 

But  then  the  Woman  of  the  Wave  prevails 

To  penetrate  the  magic  rings  and  scales, 
By  which  her  secret  belly  is  in-grown. 

She  falls  apart ;  her  nature-soul  impales 
Upon  a  spear,  thrust  as  through  ways  of  stone 
From  that  mysterious  hall,  by  Adonai  shewn. 
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XXXIV. 

'  Wait  yet  a  little,  while  the  time  betides, 
And  bosom-billows  of  Her  motion  tell : 

The  Lady  of  the  Waters  o'er  us  glides, 
And  plexial  orbs  are  lifted  on  the  swell 
Of  her  bright  beams  and  by  their  holy  spell. 

Wait  then  in  hope  the  Woman  in  the  moon. 
Do  griefs  in  man  with  Her  new  joys  rebel  ? 

His  plexial  nerve  shall  thrill;  his  old  life  swoon, 

For  lifts  of  blisses  there: — Mother  is  coming  soon, 


XXXV. 

'  A  little,  little !  Day  is  led  from  day ; 

Eve  comes  for  us  with  lips  of  blossomed  roses. 
The  violet-silver  Night  upon  her  way 

Dips  to  the  bosom,  where  the  life-flower  closes, 

To  fold  the  shadow-form  for  still  reposes. 
The  Woman  Orb  rules  for  still  night  alone : 

She  imminates  and  sense  by  sense  transposes; 
Foe  after  foe  is  touched  and  overthrown. 
Life,  and  its  shadow  death,  glides  through  Her  plexial  zone. 


XXXVI. 

i  The  plexial  shield  upon  the  guilty  breast 

Hardens  against  the  Lady  of  the  Stream, 
Who  moves  for  sweet  contritions :  souls  distrest 

FOE  evil  sometimes  from  the  far  extreme 

Open  to  her  as  in  a  tender  dream : 
Then  She  baptizes  them  in  holy  grief, 

And  by  the  plexial  wray  lifts  up  supreme; 
And  tears  flow  to  the  eyes  that  bring  relief : 
Sunset  illumes  the  face,  the  pangs  of  death  are  brief. 
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XXXVII. 

'The  hard  man!  in  his  plexus  he  will  harden: 

The  Lady  of  the  Waters  finds  no  way. 
He  will  not  in  the  brother's  heart  seek  pardon : 

Still  in  the  sister-heart  lie  will  betray, 

And  set  his  spear-point  as  against  the  day. 
Then,  from  the  white  lips  of  the  water-brides, 

The  Mother  forms  into  his  brain  a  spray, 
And  fluid  cold  through  the  pale  nerve-life  slides; 
Spirit  from  flesh  dissolves,  met  by  those  occult  tides. ' 

XXXVIII. 

She  folded  her  full  arms,  my  bosom  crossing, 

Then  murmured  in  an  ecstasy  divine, 
'  See  how  the  age"d  oak,  grown  gray  for  mossing, 

And  weak  by  parasites,  clings  to  its  vine. 

But  this  young  life  incorporates  with  thine, 
Till  all  the  acorn  cups  and  bells  shall  hold 

Of  Issa-Lily  for  the  flowing  wine : 
New,  stately  branches  shall  embrace  the  old, 
Till  from  the  tree  of  earth  the  heaven-tree  lifts  its  gold. 


XXXIX. 

i Blessed!  dost  know  how  womankind  feel  hunger? 

O 

I  am  so  hungered  in  thee  that  I  feed 
Upon  the  grief  that  makes  thy  frame  its  anger: 

The  woes  that  enter  thee  I  taste  indeed, 

Till  on  my  lips  they  seem  to  form  and  bleed. 
But,  when  a  creeping  cold  invades  thy  veins, 

I  fasten  on  it,  as  a  thirsty  weed 
Opens  its  leaflets  to  lap  up  the  rains: 
Then  I  transmute  the  cold :  the  water-fire  sustains. 
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XL. 

'Blessed!  wonldst  know  how  womankind  feel  slumber? 

Thou  canst  not  sleep  for  many  pains  that  ache, 
Till  I  dissolve  the  clinging  thoughts  that  cumber. 

So,  as  a  naiad  in  her  silver  lake, 

I  swim  in  sleep  and  woo  thee  to  forsake 
Thy  day's  harsh  trial  for  my  flowing  streams. 

If  thou,  perchance,  shouldst  then  for  Issa  wake, 
I  might  be  caught  and  taken  in  my  dreams ; 
Transposed  and  made  thy  flesh,  thy  lady  of  extremes. 

XLI. 

c  Almost  I  was  caught  once ;  I  partly  slid 

Into  the  substance  of  the  last  transition ; 
But  then  for  shame  my  glowing  face  I  hid, 

Touching  the  shame-faced  womanhood's  condition. 

But  thou  didst  think  to  clasp  me  to  thy  vision, 
To  set  me  in  the  household  for  its  head, 

And  shew  thy  friends  a  bride  from  the  Elysian. 
Had  the  world's  111  a  little  more  been  dead, 
Thou  wouldst  have  risen  that  morn,  to  crown  me  from  thy  bed. 


XLII 

*  But  I  slid  in ;  and  you, — well,  you  trod  onward, 

Sweeting  your  breast,  till  all  the  plexial  chord 
Vibrated  for  the  blissing,  lifted  sunward, 

Glad  for  the  daughter  of  the  Lady-Lord ; 

Toiling  more  stoutly  for  the  hope  deferred, 
And  the  fulfilment  glimpsed,  then  clouded  o'er.' — 

She  caught  my  ear  and  carolled  like  a  bird; 
Then  touched  the  heart  and  thrilled  it  to  the  core. 
When  she  uncrossed  her  arms  my  lips  her  blessing  bore. 
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XLIII. 


Tliou  song,  in  such  divine  experience  woven, 

From  lives  of  blossomed  fire  to  lives  that  bleed  !— 
The  red  pomegranate  of  my  heart  is  cloven, 

Where  Issa-Lily's  love  has  filled  for  seed; 

I  shed  my  being  so,  in  time's  last  need. 
Chime  for  thy  crimson  bells,  pomegranate  tree  ! 

Thou  who  wert  but  a  lonely  river  reed, 
Swayed  in  the  stream  of  woman's  agony, 
Chime  till  thy  crimson  bells  make  woman's  world  a-glee. 


XLIV. 

A  violet-  silver  crucifix  I  saw, 

And  through  it  came  a  Woman  white  as  snow; 
Yet,  when  I  trembled  with  exceeding  awe, 

She  murmured,  'Blessed!  wilt  thou  own  me  so? 

I  travailed  in  the  path  of  woman's  woe 
And  drew  on  griefs,  whereof  this  cross  is  token. 

Child-mothers  are  there  of  this  world  below, 
Whose  bodies  men  for  their  desire  have  broken, 
Till  babes  grow  from  their  wombs,  through  griefs  that  are  not 
spoken. 

XLY. 

'  Behold  this  violet  crucifixion  tree  ! 

I  stand  in  it,  to  thee,  with  thee,  for  them. 
Who  gave  these  word-babes  to  man's  cruelty  ? 

What  claim  has  he  his  forehead  to  begem 

And  lift  their  murdered  lilies  on  his  stem  ? 
Now  I  declare  a  Truth:  there  is  a  curse 

Wrought  in  the  bloom-bell,  swiftly  to  condemn. 
Through  these  child-wives  the  Mother's  wraths  disburse  ; 
Where  now  man  finds  their  bed,  he  shall  but  find  a  hearse. 
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XL  VI. 

'  I,  Issa-Lily,  in  my  fire  am  shaken, 

As  a  bloomed  fruit-tree  by  the  wintry  hail. 
Surely  the  Mother  for  her  seed  shall  waken, 

And  the  child-brides  no  more  for  man  bewail. 

It  is  a  bitter  and  a  grievous  tale ; 
Child-brides  there  are  un wedded  by  the  ring, 

But  who  trust  so  in  men  that  they  prevail, 
Fierce  for  the  buds  that  shew  to  blossoming. 
Is  man  a  gliding  snake,  wrought  but  to  charm  and  sting  ? 


XL  VII. 

4  Child-brides  are  they,  but  babes,  on  whom  the  Lady, 

Whose  life  I  bear,  the  Woman  of  the  Cross, 
Weaves  for  her  mystery  in  the  dim  and  shady 

Groves  that  the  violet-beds  of  eden  moss. 

Shall  the  gold-violet  burn  to  sinful  dross, 
For  man's  impiety  and  base  excess? 

Shall  he,  a  withering  gale,  her  blossoms  toss, 
Stealing  their  odors  for  his  wantonness  ? 
Behold  I  ray  a  thought,  that  phrase  may  scarce  express. 


XLVIII. 

'  She  who  is  formed  in  me  will  wither  up 

This  whole  base  manhood  and  their  evil  wives. 
She  will  distill  their  vices  in  Her  cup, 

And  make  a  death -cloud,  floating  from  her  eyes. 

She  will  efface  the  murderous  harlotries 
That  from  the  custom  and  the  creed  derive 

The  moral  sanction:  through  the  proud  disguise 
She  touches, — not  with  bolts  that  rend  and  rive ; — 
Her  way  is  to  fulfil :  it  is  no  more  to  strive. 
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XLIX. 

'  Wlien  a  man's  heart  is  broken  on  the  wheel, 
He  cares  not  much  for  what  may  follow  after. 

Earth  seems  convulsed,  the  constellations  reel ; 
Hate  pelts  upon  him  with  derisive  laughter : 
A  swoon  ensues :  tossed  from  Pain's  burning  rafter, 

Whereby  he  clung  to  fiery  space  arid  time, 

He  sees  the  Bride,  upborne  by  airs  that  waft  her 

From  Paradise :  her  charms  enfold,  entwine  ; — 

6  Thou  wert  but  Death's : — see  now,  sweet  heart,  I  claim  thee  mine ! ' 


L. 

£  Soon  then  his  feet  are  on  the  violet  sward : 

Her  silver  lilies  climb  to  meet  his  breast: 
'  Come  in,'  she  saith,  '  thou  blessed  of  the  Lord ! 

For  I,  ensouled,  embodied,  am  thy  rest. ' 

So  the  full  fragrance  of  her  life  exprest 
Is  made  for  him  as  wine  of  sacred  cheer. 

Word-wrought,  Word-filled,  yet  made  a  stranger  guest 
For  Earth,  men  met  and  pierced  him  by  the  spear; 
But  Heaven  enclairns  him  now  for  Hymen's  endless  year. 


LI. 

4  O  sorrow,  sorrow !  world  all  made  from  sorrow 
Of  weary  womanhood  for  manhood  blighted, 

I  cast  my  shoe  against  your  door ;  I  borrow 

No  gleam  from  the  false  fires ;  my  way  is  lighted 
To  that  great  world  where  all  my  heart  is  plighted. 

But  thou  shalt  sit  with  ashes  on  thy  head 

For  the  gay  crowns  that  once  thy  brow  delighted, 

Till  the  One-twain,  whose  Being  makes  my  bed, 

Shall  heal  the  woman's  wound,  and  crush  the  serpent's  head.' 
iii  4 
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E  V  E  N  -  T  I  D  E 


O  sorrow,  sorrow !  strange  it  is 
In  Woman's  way  to  go: 

From  her  infinity  of  bliss 
I  taste  extremes  of  woe; 

For  her  dear  heart  is  an  abyss, 
Where  Eden  once  did  grow. 


I  touch  my  Issa's  lips  again 

And  so  am  reconciled : 
Still  'tis  through  woman's  lips  that  men 

Taste  of  God's  mercy  mild ; 
The  boy-gorilla  from  his  den 

Is  made  a  sinless  child. 


Thou  Mother,  if  I  serve  for  Thee, 
In  this  Thy  woman's  way, 

Be  Thou  for  night  made  unto  me, 
Since  evening  now  is  gray. 

Thou  who  art  mine  Eternity, 
Thy  Time  in  me  array: 


That,  when  eternity  in  time 
Shall  on  my  lips  repose, 

My  being,  more  and  more  in  Thine, 
May  blossom  and  unclose 

Where  the  great  sisterhoods  entwine, 
Formed  in  the  One-Twain  Eose. 
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VANISHING. 


I  fold  my  star  in  a  cloud  of  flowers, 

And  vanish  from  sight  where  the  rose-mist  showers : 

I  drink  the  dews  of  her  still  delight, 

And  fold  for  sleep  in  the  arms  of  Night. 


I  gather  and  circle  my  sheaf  of  rays 
Where  the  White  Lady  her  orb  displays; 
Then,  lost  in  the  light  of  her  luminous  eyes, 
I  fold  in  the  dreams  till  the  dawn  arise. 


LII. 

O,  That  I  had  a  palace  on  the  Light 

That  overbrows  the  haggard  breasts  of  Time ! 
So  I  would  smile,  arrayed  in  Truth's  delight, 

And  ring  my  thought-bells  for  a  joyful  chime. 

So  I  would  blossom  in  the  Muse,  my  vine, 
And  press  her  grapes  for  melodies  more  choice ; 

That  Woman's  heart,  rich,  glorious  passion-clime, 
Might  fruit  anew,  as  for  the  Summer's  voice ; 
While  in  her  social  bowers  the  saved  of  men  rejoice. 
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LIIL 

'Twas  writ  of  old  that  Enoch  was  translated, 
And  starred  Elijah  borne  to  Heaven's  desire. 

We  linger  in  these  leaden  times  belated, 

Where  Nature  spins  her  phantoms.     So  we  tire, 
Resisting  bitterly  her  maddening  gyre, 

Till  the  IS  ew  Destinies  for  hopes  forewarn : 

The  plexial  nerves  are  thrilled  with  golden  fire ; 

In  the  prophetic  bosom  joys  are  born ; 

We  gather  force  again,  encountering  death  with  scorn. 


LIY. 

Days  rise  on  days ;  in  them  we  move  ascendant ; 

Nights  pile  on  nights,  and  mysteries  of  woes 
Deliver  us,  no  more  to  be  dependent 

On  Nature's  alms ;  the  Word-life  makes  and  flows : 

We  reach  the  goal  where  day  and  night  repose 
In  one  another;  wakening  and  sleep 

Identify  their  powers ;  the  gifts  unclose. 
Hushed  as  we  are  in  starry  dews  that  weep, 
The  silent  Heavens  unfold,  they  open  through  our  deep. 


LV. 

Then  the  two  hemispheres  of  brain  unite, 

And  as  a  globe  in  its  revolving  motion, 
Poised  on  the  axis  of  the  Force  of  Right, 

The  mind  revolves,  orbed  in  its  airy  ocean. 

It  is  an  hour  that  tries  the  soul's  devotion ; 
At  every  turn  of  day  or  night,  we  draw 

More  to  the  center  of  mankind's  corrosion : 
In  us  the  Racial  Word  forms  forth,  to  awe, 
To  subject  and  efface  whate'er  denies  its  law. 
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LVL 

We  energize  to  reach  that  central  station 

Where  heaven  and  earth  and  hell  have  common  root ; 
For  heaven  and  earth  and  hell  are  no  creation 

Of  Arbitrary  Force;  each  is  a  fruit 

Of  human  nature,  and  iridissolute. 
Each  in  and  of  the  other  is  a  part ; 

Yet  each  the  other's  motions  would  refute. 
Each  grows  through  man  by  woman,  and  the  art 
For  them  preservative,  the  Muse  would  fain  impart, 


LVIL 

Woman  in  Heaven  is  all  a  sacred  shrine 

And  temple  of  the  Word's  Immensity. 
The  glorious  manhoods  in  her  bower  recline, 

Pregnant  in  her  for  Life's  eternity. 

There  is  no  individual  he  or  she, 
As  nature-people  individualize : 

God  is  in  them  for  a  respiring  sea, 
And,  billowed  on  its  flowing  harmonies, 
They  taste  a  mutual  bliss  that  each  to  all  implies. 


LVIII. 

This  then  is  Heaven's  preservative ;  its  art 

Hath  been  to  hold  its  orbed  extense  away 
From  contact  with  Earth's  race,  whose  motions  dart 

To  penetrate  its  form  and  disarray. 

In  Heaven's  perpetual  motion  powers  make  sway ; 
But,  if  the  vortice  breaks,  the  heavenly  wheel 

Suspends,  the  fires  chill  down  to  vapors  gray: 
The  social  flames,  wherein  they  think  and  feel, 
Are  palsied  by  the  cold :  their  order  meets  repeal. 
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LIX. 

Each  kingdom  there  folds  its  own  altruism, 

By  sympathies  in  its  own  form  enshrined. 
Thus  Heaven  maintains  as  by  a  vailed  abysm, 

Separate  from  earthly  nature  and  mankind. 

Though  avenues  of  commerce  subtly  wind, 
Still  Heaven  doth  not  for  earthly  anguish  bleed ; 

There  is  no  sympathetic  nerve  entwined. 
If  from  their  crystaline  the  bright  ones  heed, 
They  sport,  they  smile,  they  sing :  they  grieve  not  though  we  need . 


LX. 

Here  on  the  earth  man  journeys  from  of  old, 

In  a  disorder,  as  the  legends  tell, 
lie  is  an  image,  forming  in  the  mold, 

Broken  before  it  found  its  pedestal. 

The  race  is  fractured  on  its  racial  shell: 
The  bowels  of  its  sympathies  drop  down : 

The  sprawling  members  their  own  story  spell ; 
From  anarchy  to  anarchy  profound 
The  nations  toil  and  strive,  to  perish  in  the  round, 


LXI. 
i 

Dispersive  force  survives  the  social  law, 

Yet  holds  remains  of  laws,  as  wraiths  contending  : 
The  human  hand  retains  the  wild  beast's  claw; 

The  human  heart  the  beast's  heart,  with  it  blending, 

Still  passionizing,  by  its  lust  ascending. 
Two  opposite  schemes,  that  reconciled  make  one, 

Word-force  and  Nature-force,  wage  wars  unending : 
Mankind  and  womankind,  as  moon  and  sun, 
Each  in  the  other  swoon,  encrossed,  eclipsed,  undone. 
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LXII. 

Wrecked  Nations,  wrecked  philosophies  and  faiths, 

O'er  the  spilled  waters  of  the  mind  that  rose, 
Like  exhalations  from  the  lingering  breaths 

Of  some  great  People  that  a  flood  overflows  ; 

Wrecked  cultures,  ruining  amid  the  woes 
Of  races  who  caught  vigor  from  the  sun, 

Till  their  rich  tropic  to  the  arctic  froze  ! 
Wonder  it  is  that  Earth  was  e'er  begun, 
Since  to  such  blood-stained  scarfs  the  human  fabric  spun. 


LXIII. 

The  Heavens  hold  breath  from  Earth,  lest  they  inhale 

The  poison  of  the  human  pestilence; 
Yet  most  their  blossomed  sex  they  sheathe  in  mail, 

As  holding  the  consummate  sense  of  sense, 

By  which  unfold  the  powers  that  make  intense 
And  durable  the  body  of  their  life : 

They  turn  away,  the  vigors  to  condense : 
If  they  should  breathe  this  atmosphere  of  strife, 
The  lordliest  Cupid  there  could  bloom  not  to  his  wife. 


LXIY. 

'Tis  sad  to  criticise  a  neighbor's  fault, 

But  neighbor's  virtue,  by  our  fault,  may  prove 

Incapable  to  profit  or  exalt. 

The  great  stone  idol  a  child's  hand  may  move, 
Where  wheels  on  ways  have  found  a  well-oiled  groove; 

But  Heaven,  the  Giant,  cannot  stir  a  man, 
When  the  fixed  gravitation  of  self-love 

Holds  by  the  heart,  to  bruise,  or  burn  or  ban : 

Attempt  is  vain  till  Heaven  from  Word  takes  other  plan. 
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LXV. 

Yet  Heaven  from  word-seed  grew  and  groweth  still : 

Races  on  races  for  its  blossom  swarm ; 
And  seed  are  drawn  from  it,  the  earth  to  fill, 

And  multiply  in  Nature's  rounded  form. 

She  crossed  her  arms,  her  breaths  rose  sweet  and  warm 
She  said,  'Our  Heaven  grew  pregnant;  Mother  smiled, 

And  then  a  word-babe  met  the  earthly  storm, 
Borne  to  the  bloom-bell  of  a  matron  mild ; 
From  Savior-Savioress  Earth  found  a  strong  man-child. 


LXVI. 

4 1  come,  I  see,  I  victorize ! '  she  said, 

i  Fold  thy  full  powers  in  me  for  pure  infusion 
Queen  for  thy  council,  darling  for  thy  bed, 

I  lead  the  Bridal  Word  to  evolution. 

For  now  mankind  anears  its  dissolution ; 
The  social  anarchies  draw  nigh  the  whirl. 

Summon  thy  bravest,  boldest  resolution ; 
Yet  enter  first  within  my  gates  of  pearl : 
Event  is  now  in  bud ;  erelong  it  will  unfurl. 


LXVIL 

1  Bar  out  the  social  frauds  who  victimize ; 

Male  cheats,  who  seek  for  ease  to  enter  in 
Where  woman  for  the  social  summer  plies 

Her  charm ;  for  many  sons  of  strife  and  sin 

Would  sun  themselves  where  joyous  girls  begin 
To  weave  the  chaplet  of  the  Bridal  Year. 

Beware  of  ties  where  Nature  makes  akin: 
Steel  so  thy  heart,  and  make  thy  will  a  spear, 
To  guard  the  social  gates ;  yet  stand  no  foe  to  fear. 
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LXVIII. 

/ 

i  Summon  thy  powers:  God's  feet  are  in  Events: 

Fold  while  Event  folds;  move  as  it  enwands. 
Make  large  thy  being  to  receive  intents, 

Till  the  young  whirl  forms  for  insociate  bands. 

The  sea  is  rising  on  the  human  sands: 
Waters  already  in  the  foot-ways  glide. 

See !  the  seven  flames  enkindle  through  my  hands ; 
Therefore,  take  counsel  of  the  rising  tide, 
And  those  thy  heart  enfolds  draw  nigh  thee  to  abide. 


LXIX. 

4  The  Mother's  way  is  in  the  Commonwealth : 

In  that  the  lady-band  makes  centerstance : 
By  it  accumulates  the  social  health: 

For  it  the  manhoods  to  their  power  advance. 

The  occult  joys  from  woman's  bosom  dance, 
And  in  the  manhoods  make  perpetual  round: 

Soon  kindred  minds  form  to  one  countenance ; 
Their  wit  grows  nimble  and  their  judgment  sound ; 
For  in  the  Social  Word  by  woman  man  is  crowned. 


LXX. 

'Be  thy  first  care  to  build  for  Ladyhood. 

Kow  each  sweet  woman  craves  her  separate  bower: 
She  loves  an  oft  retirement,  for  her  mood 

May  change  with  every  change  of  sun  or  shower ; 

And  the  rich  fruits,  her  bosom  that  endower, 
By  social  solitude  make  bloom  and  set. 

Tend  fchou  for  her  as  if  she  were  a  flower, 
Hardly  arrayed  for  man's  full  vision  yet : 
I  will  be  wise  in  thee,  — 'chance  though  I  seem  to  fret, 
iii  5 
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LXXI. 

4  Hold  up  thy  forehead  lofty  as  a  star ; 

Hold  down  thy  purpose,  lowly  as  the  sward.' 
She  beamed  on  me,  then,  from  a  perfumed  jar 

Spirits  of  social  sweets  their  odors  poured. 

So  she  resumed,  '  Weave  by  a  three-fold  cord : 
Manhood  and  womanhood  form  tapestry, 

As  one  rich  vesture  for  the  Bridegroom  Lord. 
The  Lady  of  the  Loom  has  touched  thine  eye, 
And  She,  by  deepest  art,  will  shew  thee  how  to  ply.' 


LXXII. 

I  queried,  "  Issa,  sweet  one  ? "  silently 

By  a  most  eloquent,  informing  look, 
She  made  a  full  and  absolute  reply; 

For  she  unfolded  from  her  bosom-book 

A  page  of  pictures ;  each  secluded  nook 
That  should  be  wrought  in  woman's  social  dell. 

But  then  through  all  my  thought  a  laughter  shook : 
A  smile  broke  through  her  face,  as  if  to  tell 
That  I  had  read  her  page,  and  caught  the  meaning  well. 


LXXIII. 

She  wove  a  ragged  ribbon  to  a  ball, 

Spinning  it  so  as  wheels  were  in  her  fingers. 

c  Blessed ! '  her  words  came,  '  Woman  is  a  wall ; 
Build  thou  upon  her ;  often  while  she  lingers 
Seeming  in  little  childish  pets  and  angers, 

A  strange,  brave  strength  is  forming  to  in-stead. 

Her  bell-tones  thrill  and  jar  with  troublous  clangors, 

When  all  preluding  so  as  to  dispread 

A  music,  sweet  as  airs  borne  o'er  our  violet  bed. 
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LXXIY. 

'  In  Woman  man  first  by  his  private  birth ! 

In  Woman  man  last  for  his  public  state ! 
In  Mother-Father  for  the  savior-worth ; 

In  Father-Mother  for  the  savior-fate. 

The  final  fruits  of  saviorhood  await, 
Till  Mother  bears  them  through  the  Father's  hand. 

Do  not  I  open  through  the  golden  gate  ? 
Do  not  I  in  thy  word-staff  hold  my  wand  ? 
Here  I  am  household  queen,  yet  not  without  my  band.' 


LXXV. 

She  drew  a  speech,  and,  touching  distantly. 

Soon  Adonai  answered  for  her  call ; 
He  spoke  as  if  from  far  a  music-tree 

In  upper  heaven  had  made  a  blossom  fall ; 

A  faint,  far  silver  star,  dispersing  all 
In  child-voiced  utterance  from  one  point  of  sound ; — 

6  Lady  of  Love,  dance  in  the  social  hall, 
Till  many  measures  through  the  feet  are  wound: 
The  strong  men  of  the  Rock  approach  by  joys  unbound.' 


LXXYI. 

Lil-Issa  then  embraced  me,  gathering  in 
As  if  to  press  my  form  to  silent  force ; 

So  touched  me  on  the  shoulder,  with  a  pin 

Loosed  from  her  bodice  to  a  nerve's  small  course, 
And  the  nerve-fluids  drew  as  to  their  source. 

Then  in  the  plexus  the  vibrating  lyre 

Was  hushed: — 'The  Music-hall  has  closed  its  doors,' 

She  said,  '  for  now  I  touch  the  silent  fire. 

Song,  as  a  river-bloom,  folds  in  me  to  retire.' 


36  STAB-FLOWERS. 


LXXVIL 

I  will  make  Wisdom  for  my  citadel, 

And  Knowledge  my  strong  dwelling ;  I  will  be 
As  when  I  grew  in  Annie's  blossom-bell, 

Hived  in  the  Greater  Mother's  house  of  glee, 

And,  as  a  word-seed,  lapped  in  melody: 
And  there  shall  be  no  space,  where  I  abide, 

For  any  form  of  earth's  insanity: 
And  I  will  hold  my  heart  so  wide,  so  wide, 
For  blisses  of  Her  glow,  transposing  as  they  glide. 


LXXV11L 

So,  where  all  things  are  finished,  with  this  wreath 

Of  star-flowers  I  entwine  my  shining  spear, 
And  in  the  arch-way  of  the  Word  receive 

The  gnests  that  Father-Mother  make  heart-dear. 

My  countenance  I  hold  as  morning  clear; 
By  day,  by  night,  in  labors  I  engage, 

Till  Fatherhood  in  Motherhood  appear, 
Gift-giving  for  the  drama's  nobler  stage, 
Where  Word,  in  world  for  seed,  leads  forth  the  Social  Age. 


LXXIX. 

From  holiest  blisses  we  derive  increase ; 

There  is  no  winter  for  the  Bridal  Year. 
The  sacred  fruits  of  righteousness  and  peace 

Orb  from  enkindling  blossoms  to  appear, 

Bedewed  by  many  a  soft  and  rapturous  tear; 
Gold  apples  of  Love's  isled  Hesperides. 

I  clasp  and  claim  by  night  my  dearest  dear,  • 
Then,  in  the  morning,  for  God's  light  arise, 
.Rich  with  the  blessings  won  from  her,  my  joyful  prize. 
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LXXX. 

For  still  the  Muses  in  the  heart  beget 

From  the  Immortals.     Do  their  lips  bestow 

The  blossoms  of  the  bridal  coronet  ? 

Colors  the  star-lit  crown  ?  the  morning's  glow 
Thrones  man  as  in  auroral  splendor  so ; 

And,  if  it  seemed  that  to  the  West  he  led, 
Spent  with  long  toils  that  were  a  bliss-in-woe, 

Spring  folds  for  charms  where  Autumn  made  his  bed ; 

Over  the  trumps  of  song  Morn  waves  her  banners  red. 


LXXXI. 

Borne  on,  borne  high  by  many  a  rising  billow. 

The  Mother  Sea,  her  offspring  to  invest, 
Makes  comfortings,  for  weariness  a  pillow, 

And  opens  to  him  so  by  joys-in-rest. 

No  memories  of  pain  the  heart  infest; 
The  crucif yings  leave  when  dooms  are  o'er ; 

Songs  of  immortal  triumph  thrill  the  breast; 
Eternity  is  made  a  bloom-wrought  shore, 
And  the  majestic  Now  imperial  Evermore. 


LXXXII. 

In  kingliness  of  queenliness  the  mind 

Grasps  to  the  word-staff:  powers  that  fed  the  heart 
Reenergize,  and  through  the  quivering  hand 

Illuminate  the  scepter;  they  dispart 

As  fires  that  kindle  from  Apollo's  dart. 
The  Word-king  leads  the  People  by  sweet  will, 

Weaving  by  motions  of  the  Savior-art, 
Potent  to  stay,  invigorate  or  thrill : — 
The  plexial  sun  and  moon  obey  the  motion  still. 
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LXXXIII. 

Order  is  Monarchy,  and  kingliness 

In  queenliness,  from  God,  the  Twain-in-One, 
A  central  power,  to  energise  and  bless 

Each  heavenly  people:  'tis  a  moon  in  sun, 

Where  full  one-twainness  finds  its  unison, 
By  myriad  bridegrooms  formed  in  myriad  wives, 

Folding  for  blisses  when  the  day  is  done, 
Yet  opening  when  full  rest  for  action  strives, 
As  when  the  solar  chief  his  beamv  chariot  drives. 


LXXXIY. 

Enter  the  door-way  of  the  Joyful  King, 
And  thou  shalt  meet  a  mystery,  I  trow ; 

Even  Issa-Lily,  full  to  blossoming 

In  womanhood  for  womanhood,  enow 
As  Lady  May  to  cherish  and  endow 

The  lovely  sisterbands  of  glen  and  glade : 
Yet,  modest  in  reserve,  she  will  avow 

Her  loveliness,  and  see  her  charms  displayed 

Where  ladyhood  for  her  in  queen's  attire  is  'rayed. 


LXXXV. 

An  Empress  Queen  is  crowned  o'er  Britain's  Isle: 

Hers  the  supreme  magnificence  of  state ; 
As  princesses  her  offspring  beam  and  smile, 

Lifting  as  gold-flowers  in  her  pride  elate. 

But,  far  and  far  beyond  her  palace  gate, 
The  women  of  the  People  toil  and  moan : 

The  fair,  the  fragile  and  the  delicate, 
Lean  misery  wears  their  features  to  the  bone; 
They  sweat  in  fetid  cells;  Night  clasps  them  with  a  groan. 
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LXXXYI. 

In  mines  and  mills  and  factories  they  breathe 

Foul  air  surcharged  with  venomous  decay. 
For  the  hot  furnace  toils  they  sweat  and  seethe; 

As  Tubal-Cain  in  god  Jehovah's  day. 

Shackle  and  chain  their  handiwork  betray : 
The  meager  pittance  of  their  sore,  sad  toil 

Is  tithed,  and  daughters  of  the  throne  array 
And  habit  in  magnificence,  the  spoil 
Of  woman's  life;  her  blood  is  made  their  corn  and  oil. 


LXXXVIL 

0  woman  on  that  throne !  O  ye  her  daughters ! 
O  ye  plumed  peeresses  of  Britain's  court ! 

Behold,  the  Awful  Woman  of  the  Waters 
Is  angry  with  ye  for  Her  children's  hurt. 
Ye  are  <  above  them ; '  are  ye  ?  and  ye  sport 

As  plumed  swans  on  the  floods  where  babies  drown : 
Ye  feel  not  wounds  that  vex  the  common  sort. 

'Listen!'  She  saith,  of  the  gold-lilied  crown, 

1  Repent,  ere  ye  are  plucked  as  vermin  from  My  gown.' 


LXXXYIII. 

Issa  a  red  rose  lifted  from  her  bodice 

And  said,  'Inhale;  breathe  of  the  People's  good. 
Am  I  a  queen-bride,  born  of  God  and  Goddess? 

I  bud,  I  bloom,  in  social  womanhood : 

There  I  display  full-blossomed  altitude 
Of  royal  thought  o'er  regal  wealth  of  charms. 

On  woman  I  feed  not,  but  I  make  food. 
See  where  the  rose-flower  lifts  between  my  arms; 
If  one  must  suffer, — here  my  bosom  holds  alarms. 
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LXXXIX. 

'Enough,'  she  said,  'of  this:  not  mine  to  chide! 

Yet  there  shall  be  a  Lady  for  that  Isle: 
Man  shall  lead  raptures  for  the  mountain  side, 

And  woman  for  the  valley  lift  and  smile. 

The  princely  pauper  shall  no  more  delile. — 
I  prick  thee  to  the  feet. — I  feel  disdain 

And  shew  thee.     Lo,  and  yet  a  little  while 
Rises  the  Fearful  Woman  of  the  Chain : 
Woe  to  the  guilty  then  Her  word-babes  who  profane ! 


XC. 

'  Crowned  Shape  on  Woman's  blasted  pyramid, 

Victoria,  GOD  will  come  as  dynamite. 
Through  the  great  social  hell  His  wrath  hath  slid 

Electric  vapors,  and  they  will  unite. 

Then,  in  one  hour,  thine  empire  fails  from  sight. 
But  there  shall  be  a  Lady  in  thy  place : 

As  Lilimola's  garden  of  delight, 
Her  bosom  shall  make  sweet  for  mercy -grace : — 
Dear  love,  couldst  thou  but  feel  that  mercy  to  embrace ! ' 


XCI. 

The  Kingdom  of  Humanity  is  yet 

In  the  Word-Woman's  comprehensive  brain, 
And  in  Her  body,  fashioned  to  beget 

From  the  Word-Man,  and  fashioned  not  in  vain. 

God  Goddess!  now  They  passionize  amain. 
By  Woman's  cling  in  all  Man's  tender  force, 

Divinities,  with  energizing  strain, 
Yield  to  Each  Other  in  the  last  resource ; 
From  infinites  of  power  the  joys  at  last  disburse. 
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XCIL 


So  the  God  Counterpart  in  Counterpart 

Touches  the  Muse  to  ray,  and  she  must  give 
From  the  deep  mystery  of  their  passion-art, 

That  generated  seed  in  me  may  live ; 

If  so,  indeed,  this  shadowed  frame  survive. 
Thence  we,  one-twain,  must  tend  this  human  bier; 

Gathering  the  word-babes  to  their  social  hive. 
Deucalion  and  Pyrrha,  thus  we  steer 
Through  waves  of  stormy  death,  till  the  New  Life  appear. 


XCIII. 

0  men  that  might  be  men,  but  are  as  stones ! 
Women  that  might  be  bloom-brides, — petrified ! 

When  God  for  pleasure-arch  the  world  endoines, 
Your  hardnesses  shall  for  the  Word  divide ; 
Born  in  one  day,  a  People  glorified. — 

1  say  it  by  the  word-staff  in  my  hand : 
Even  from  these  stones  shall  rise  beatified 

A  man-world,  made  full  strong,  whose  powers  shall  band 
Where  door-ways  of  pure  good  ope  to  the  Woman's  Land. 

XCIY. 

I  saw  a  statue  on  a  pedestal, 

Wrought  as  a  Woman  of  titanic  race. 
Silence  and  mystery  enshadowed  all. 

I  touched ;  'twas  marble,  bosom,  feet  and  face ; 

Cold,  as  where  deaths  with  deaths  for  deaths  embrace. 
Then  Issa-Lily  in  the  stone  displayed, 

And  the  vast  Image  melted  in  warm  grace ; 
Then  rose  again,  a  Form  of  Waters,  made 
Of  blossomed  symmetry,  whence  powers  by  fires  arrayed, 
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xcv. 

'  These  darling  sisters  whom  I  call  *  my  girls,' ' 

Said  the  divine  of  women  afterward, 
4  Shall  thus  be  entered,  when  the  sacred  whirls 

Shew  them  their  petty  self -lives  to  discard. 

Is  woman  now  to  woman  marble-hard  ? 
Learn  by  the  Image  of  the  Titaness ; 

But  we  will  hold  them  in  our  strong  regard, 
Till  they  shall  wear  the  waters  for  their  dress, 
Wreathed  in  them,  all  as  brides  for  God  the  Loveliness. ' 


XCVI. 

Social  Humanity  is  all  implied 

In  the  gyrations  of  the  breathing  whirl: 

From  the  swift  soul  of  Heaven  first  motions  glide  ; 
Next  motions  through  the  Nature-soul  unfurl : 
These  generate  a  force,  its  form  to  hurl, 

And  energize  the  human  lungs  for  play. 
The  human  spirit,  like  a  dancing  girl, 

The  outer  form  of  sense  controls  for  sway : 

The  social  sister-band  leads  motions  to  display. 


XCVII. 

So,  in  the  brother-band  for  dances  weaving, 

The  choirs  by  one  delightsome  motion  swim. 
Each  in  the  other's  moving  fires  receiving 

Force,  as  when  waters  from  their  fountains  brim. 

That  force  forms  on  them  as  a  moving  rim : 
That  rim  is  multiplied  as  powers  unchain : 

Each  member  of  the  system,  limb  by  limb, 
Makes  motion  in  the  whirl,  each  nerve  and  vein 
To  open,  to  propulse :  Earth  may  no  more  restrain. 
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XCYIIL 

The  Bridal- Word  is  thus  revealed  in  motion : 

The  forms  enorb  into  the  atmosphere : 
The  life-waves  from  the  Savior- worth  make  ocean  ; 

Within  they  fold,  condense  and  weave  a  sphere. 

Then  Adonai's  band  their  powers  uproar : 
The  orb  revolves :  an  occult  zone  of  f orc3 

One  central  house  may  hold,  when  powers  appear, 
But,  as  the  waters  from  the  river-source, 

It  throbs,  it  thrills,  it  flows,  increasing  in  its  course. 


XCIX. 

For  now  the  motions,  from  the  Heavens  deploying, 
Have  found  a  medium  to  encompass  man. 

With  an  uplifting  and  supreme  enjoying 
The  whirl  proceeds  and,  like  a  mighty  fan, 
By  winds  in  winds  it  sweeps  from  Lilistan : 

It  gathers  in  all  whom  its  airs  delight, 
And  they  are  in  the  joy-dance,  that  began 

Where  Brotherhood  and  Sisterhood  made  plight, 

And  Issa-Lily  fed  the  motion  by  her  might. 


C. 

It  is  a  battle  fought  with  joy  and  laughter ; 

The  opening  of  kind  hearts  to  loves  deferred. 
Heaven  forms  in  the  great  whirl,  as  forces  waft  her, 

By  vortice-motions  from  the  Bridal  Word. 

The  wicked  fail,  yet  pierced  not  by  the  sword. 
By  harmonies  in  harmonies,  that  ply 

In  music  sweeter  than  the  song  of  bird, 
In  odors  precious  more  than  wafts  that  fly- 
From  Summer's  tropic  breath,  the  motions  multiply. 
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CI. 

It  is  a  passion-crisis  of  the  Spirit, 

Led  forth  to  formulate  in  human  flesh. 
Then  the  great  Earth  of  Man,  with  all  that  'herit 

In  its  dominions,  wind  into  the  mesh 

Of  the  great  net ;  then  Heaven  is  born  afresh 
To  young  delights,  in  man  that  make  their  twine. 

As  when  the  fires  of  morn  the  winds  unleash, 
The  occult  elements  that  slept  supine 
In  Nature's  nameless  depths  loose  from  each  secret  shrine. 


OIL 

With  an  attempt  at  clearness  and  precision 

I  phrase  the  statement,  yet  I  stand  amaze, 
Lost  in  the  wonder.     But  a  faint  prevision 

Of  that  which  shall  be  in  the  song  arrays. 

The  Word-fires  in  mankind,  they  leap,  they  blaze; 
The  gold-lights  through  the  senses  flame  at  last : 

Wrapt  in  a  weird  and  preternatural  haze, 
Sun-time  and  star-time  vail  to  shadows  vast; — 
The  destinies  of  man  are  in  such  song  forecast. 


cm. 

All  Heavens  are  purely  institutional : 

Social  Mankind  will  institutionize, 
By  Order  that  but  weaves  to  disenthral, 

And  with  a  rapture  through  the  bosom  plies. 

Let  this,  of  that  which  shall  be,  here  suffice. 
I  touched  the  forehead  of  the  sacred  spouse ; 

Veiled  all  in  deep  delight  her  visioned  eyes. 
Now  all  is  silent,  for  the  Night  o'erbrows, 
And  I  am  called  to  serve  where  Heaven  no  voice  allows. 
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CIV: 

The  Night  is  dying  in  the  arms  of  Morn. 

Thus  for  the  Blissful  End  at  last  shall  be 
Soft,  vaporous  breaths,  that  in  the  bosom  warm, 

And  move  the  plexial  orb  by  thrills  of  glee ; 

A  loosening,  where  the  soul  her  gifts  sets  free ; 
A  sound  of  tiny  voices  in  the  brain ; 

Sweet  thoughts  of  blameless  love  and  charity ; 
Deceasing  memories  of  strife  and  pain : — 
They  rise,  they  glide,  they  flow;  they  melt  as  dreams  amain, 


CV. 

Peace  ?  it  is  Peace !  the  childlike  heart  in  Woman 

Uplifts  above  her  tumults  and  her  fears, 
While  innocence,  divine  yet  sweetly  human, 

Kindles  through  soft  regrets  and  tender  tears. 

The  Bridal  Temple  of  the  Word  uprears 
Through  her  transposing  and  transfigured  shape. 

Eternity  is  folded  in  her  years, 
Its  time -form  through  her  loveliness  to  make. — 
Glide  from  Death's  arms,  thou  bride ;  led  through  Love's  heart, 
awake. 


CVI. 

t  Sweet  ? '  said  my  darling,  deeply  questioning. 

I  answered  her,  "Yea,  Sweetest!  ne'er  a  spot 
Of  error  on  my  truth-robe  seems  to  cling ; 

Upon  my  utterance  I  hope  no  blot; 

Yet  something, — many  things, — perchance  forgot. " 
She  answered,  *  Many  things  may  be  are  vailed : 

That  which  is  written  is  but  as  a  cot 
Built  in  the  wilderness  while  shelter  failed, 
And  Spring's  first  gifts  were  found,  though  warlike  Winter  hailed.' 


WYBRSITS) 
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CVIL 

I  said  "  Yea,  truly :  writing  at  the  floods 

Of  the  great  whirl,  I  caught  a  silver  spray ; 
But  Adonai's  shield  my  sight  bestuds 

With  solar  images,  by  ray  on  ray : 

The  Man  of  Mystery  would  make  a  say, 
And  with  the  speech-form  in  my  brain  unite."- 

His  \vords  were  these,  4  Look  for  the  vapor  gray 
Beyond  the  violet  and  the  silver  light ; — 
The  ocean  that  shall  heave  from  the  deep  breast  of  Night. 


CVIII. 

4  Look  for  the  MAN  upon  the  pinnacle 

That  crowns  our  rock-built  pillar ;  look  for  Him, 

And  hold  thy  energies  by  force  of  will, 

Where  the  gray  lights  upon  the  sense  bedim, 

And  languors  through  the  frame  take  form  and  swim 

Before  thee  as  the  moon-mist :  look  below, 
Until  the  creeping  fires  invade  the  rim 

Of  Earth-soil  at  thy  feet,  and  touch  like  snow : 

Many  who  serve  with  thee  the  coming  cloud  foreknow/ 


CONSENTS  . 


By  myriads  of  consents, . 

Where  the  fleet-footed  dancers  glide  and  wing, 
Wrought  as  of  song-fires,  rise  the  battlements 

Built  for  the  Joyful  King. 
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For  woman  is  Consent : 
Forth  from  the  fullness  of  her  blisses  rise 
Powers,  where  the  Bridal  Word  is  immanent, 

And  through  her  mystery  plies. 


The  age  of  warlike  force, 
Of  priestly  subterfuge  and  civic  art, 
Is  overwhelmed  by  rapture-floods  that  course 

Through  "Woman's  open  heart. 

Close-hearted  Woman !  deep 
In  her  great  Isis  dwelt  with  folded  vail. 
On  woman's  flood  man  might  not  sow  or  reap, 

Save  as  from  snows  to  hail. 


The  Woman  of  the  Waves! 
Now  through  sweet  ladyhood  she  hastes  to  men, 
And  the  dwarfed  myriads  of  dying  slaves 

Find  sister-life  again. 


Enter  the  Social  Court 

Of  Her  strong  Womanhood,  and  thou  shalt  sec 
The  Lady  of  Delight  in  other  sort 

Than  eyes  ma*ke  known  to  thee. 


These  little  sisters  hold 

Worlds  of  enrichments  in  their  summer  breath. 
From  social  holiness  the  fires  unfold 

That  melt  the  ice  of  death. 


Man's  heart  is  cruel  cold. 
His  sexual  passions  in  her  sense  rebel: 


48  STAR-FLOWERS. 

Man,  entering  her,  his  paradise  hath  sold, 
And  made  his  earth  as  hell. 


Salvation  comes  at  last, 

Therefore,  through  woman,  who  was  ruined  first ; 
And  the  dear  bosom  that  his  childhood  nursed 

Uplifts  him  from  the  Past. 


THE     HUMAN    TROPIC. 


Nature,  time's  loveliest  offspring  fingering  o'er, 
Of  boy  makes  artist,  but  of  girl  makes  whore ; 
Till  youth  and  maiden  from  her  fires  decay, 
The  Word-life  perishing  in  nature-play. 


Those  cold,  phlegmatic  virgins  of  the  north, 
For  less  of  sun,  not  more  of  God,  hold  forth, 
And  lift  dead  chastities  as  flowers  of  ice, 
Where  Winter  makes  her  snows  for  paradise ; 
For  Nature  hardly  finds  the  frozen  zone, 
But  claims  the  human  tropic  for  her  own. 


Goethe  and  Shakespere,  by  the  change  of  sex, 
Had  lifted  on  the  billowed  sea,  as  wrecks 
Of  Cleopatra's  galley,  odorous  flames 
Exhaling  from  the  red,  en  wreathing  shames; 
And  Raphael's  picturing  and  Shelley's  verse 
Displayed  in  woes  from  woman's  breast  that  nurse. 
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Let  the  arch-solar  atmosphere  embold, 
And  the  full  tropic  clasp  the  human  fold ; 
Let  sovereign  Art  display  from  land  to  land 
And  woman's  wealth  a  paradise  expand  ; 
Then  compromises  would  for  aye  be  fled, 
And  Word,  or  Nature,  rule  for  quick  or  dead. 


THE     GRAY     MIST. 


My  plexial  orb  burns  like  a  star. 

The  cold,  gray  shades  of  death 
Encircle  now  ;  anear,  afar, 

The  World-Soul  forces  breath. 
It  rises  through  the  soil  as  frost  : 
My  feet  as  in  the  snows  are  lost: 
My  breaths  descend;  they  penetrate, 
They  sink  as  by  a  moving  weight, 
And  enter  thus  her  occult  void; 
Expanding  there  in  powers  deployed 
As  with  the  sound  of  water-bells. 
Hence  by  return  the  motion  swells 
Within  me,  and  I  feel  the  thrill 
Of  forces  in  the  Nature-will  ; 
As  if  she  caught  the  Word's  desire 
Through  folds  on  folds  of  life-attire. 


Now  I  behold  in  Nature's  realm 
Vast  forms,  awaiting  to  unhelm 
The  magic  of  her  mystery. 
What  savage  breasts  of  cruelty 
in  7 
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Move  where  her  hidden  powers  unfurled 
On  earth  the  ancient  saurian  world ! 
'Tis  from  these  breasts  she  jets  and  plies 
In  barbarous  men,  and  sets  the  eyes 
To  lust,  to  covet  and  to  rage, 
And  makes  the  human  world  a  cage, 
Where  human  monsters  tear  each  other, 

And  armies  o'er  the  earth  are  rolled 
To  chain,  to  suffocate  and  smother 

As  by  the  anaconda's  fold. 

Nature  is  pierced  in  her  deep  hold 
Of  occult  force,  where  she  deploys 
The  savage  passion  that  destroys. 


Thence  men  for  cruelty  are  glad ; 
They  taste  her  pleasure  in  the  wrath 
That  kindles  for  the  conqueror's  path, 

In  pride  and  murder  clad ; 
And  hence  the  white-robed  sons  of  Peace 
Fail  where  her  passions  find  release ; 
And  Mercy,  journeying  with  men, 
Goes  down  into  the  tiger's  den. 


I  hold  my  purpose  to  tho  earth: 

I  lift  my  forehead  for  the  star : 
I  set  by  force  of  Woman's  worth 

The  word-staff  as  a  bar. 
The  cold,  gray  vapor  gathered  forth 

From  Nature  whirls  afar. 


No  more  the  violet-silver  light ! 
Glooms  of  the  old  pre-human  night ; 
A  desolate  wild  waste  of  fears, 
Where  Nature  as  a  monster  peers 
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Through  vast  and  hideous  images 
That  swarm  in  seething  torrid  seas, 
Where  noisome  vapors  wreathe  the  sun, 
Breathing  a  heavy  ether  spun 
Of  water-fire,  with  cruel  sport. 
Surely  the  time  were  growing  short 
For  man,  should  Nature  but  arise 
And  image  by  her  deadly  eyes 

Of  this  pre-human  play; 
Such  forms,  into  mankind  released, 
Would  lead  the  Kingdom  of  the  Beast, 
And  liberate  the  Anarchist, 
Through  peaceful  cities  that  resist, 

To  burn,  to  rape  and  slay. 
I  lay  my  word-staff  on  the  soil 
And  hold  thereto;  my  breaths  recoil 

From  Nature  in  array. 


This  is  the  power  of  Nature's  wrong 
That  Christus,  all  a  warrior  strong, 

Met  with  His  breathing  spear. 
I  see  His  mighty  hands  down-prest, 
Forcing  the  powers  in  Nature's  breast, 

Lest  the  huge  wraths  uprear. 
Ah,  should  He  fail  or  falter  now, 
Mankind  with  rage  would  overflow, 

Till  death  dissolved  the  sphere ! 


Upon  this  chain  of  Subject  Mights 
Mankind  is  builded,  and  its  powers 
Return,  to  feed  by  occult  hours, 

Where  man  with  beast  unites. 

Here  the  great  Selfhood  of  Mankind 

Is  through  the  Nature-breast  entwined, 
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And  from  it  drinks  delights. 
I  thrust  my  word-staff  as  a  spear; 
Down-quivering,  like  a  sunbeam  clear, 

The  star-force  through  it  plies. 
I  set  my  feet  upon  its  head, 
And  through  my  frame  the  spear  is  fed, 

As  from  the  lightning's  eyes. 
And  in  my  form  another  holds 
In  whom  the  Word  of  God  unfolds, 

And  cheers  while  she  supplies. 
By  all  the  forms  of  form-in-form 
I  breast  the  fire  in  Nature's  storm ; 

I  hold  and  energize. 


A  clarion  thrills  me,  blast  in  blast ; 
A  Word-stream,  musical  and  vast, 

As  if  the  lightning  sang. 
Bolts  of  electric  fire  are  shot, 
Formed  in  the  music,  seething  hot; 

They  fall  with  thunderous  clang; 
For  lo!  upon  the  pinnacle 
Stands  One  with  power  to  face  and  quell, 

Where  selfhood  has  its  hold 
In  Nature's  adamantine  heart. 
He  pierces,  and  His  flaming  dart 

Burns  through  it,  fold  by  fold. 


Ye  sons  of  Earth,  revive,  rejoice ! 
Nature,  who  with  her  siren  voice 

Enamored  and  beguiled, 
And  wove  the  serpent  in  the  breast 
Of  womanhood  to  make  its  nest, 

Is  pierced  where  it  defiled. 
The  cruel  selfhood  of  the  race, 
Grown  great  for  all  its  evil  space, 
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Where  the  full  forces  meet, 
Encounters  now  with  Saviorhood, 
And,  where  it  rose  through  Nature's  flood, 

Pails  in  its  last  retreat. 


TWIN     OKB8. 

Night  came  with  darkness  to  endow: 
Her  hand  was  laid  upon  my  brow: 

The  bosom  felt  the  spear ; 
And  then  I  knew  the  impotence 
Of  man  to  cleave  the  shadows  dense, 
Vailing  the  orient  eminence 

Where  woman's  orbs  appear. 

Woman  is  twofold,  breast  and  breast; 
In  either  orb  the  power  confest 

By  ways  of  mysteries, 
in  one  the  archetypal  Past 
Diffuses  memories;  they  cast 
Through  violet-silver  rains  the  last 

Sleep-lights  of  bridal  eyes. 

But  the  twin  orb  of  her  fore-beams 
For  dawn  that  in  the  future  dreams, 
And  morn-fire  from  the  empire  gleams 

That  holds  the  onward  sway. 
Thence  powers  dispense,  the  heart  to  gift, 
The  mind  to  thrill,  the  nerve  to  lift, 

To  serve  the  Future's  way. 
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I  press  the  solitary  Night 
Hard  to  my  bosom,  till  delight 

Is  born  through  strife  and  pain. 
I  smite  upon  the  spear  of  ice, 
Meeting  therein  the  sexual  vice 
That  Man  casts  over  paradise, 

In  woman's  heart  and  brain. 


But  Issa-Liiy  saith,  '  The  wrath 

Of  man  makes  gloom  in  woman's  path 

And  coldness  of  the  grave; 
Yet,  were  her  twin  orbs  loosened  free, 
The  night  would  thrill  for  ecstasy, 
And  morning  lift  by  victory, 

The  suffering  world  to  save. ' 


9. 


MOTHER     WOE. 

I  saw  a  woman,  strong  and  firm, 
But  on  her  bosom  coiled  a  worm. 

A  vain,  unthankful  son, 
Whom  she,  by  years  of  martyrdom, 
Had  sought  to  form  for  God,  his  home, 
Wrought  there  her  spirit  to  o'ercome, 

And  so  for  murder  spun. 

I  tore  away  the  venomed  thing ; 
Then  either  orb  began  to  fling 
A  love-spray,  even  as  the  Spring 

Breathes  when  tlje  buds  awake. 
Woman  is  martyred  in  her  seed : 
The  dear  loved  son  entwines  indeed, 
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As  round  the  trembling  river-reed 
Coils  the  lithe  water-snake. 


Tis  only  as  the  Sister-heart 

Forms  through  her,  and, — no  more  apart, — 

She  thrills  for  energies  that  dart 

Where  Ladyhood  makes  twine, 
That  her  dear  bosom  rises  free 
To  pulse  with  immortality, 
Lifted  above  the  shadowed  sea 

With  orbs  that  beam  divine. 


OIX. 

The  way  of  God,  by  infinite  surprises, 

Crosses  the  rounds :  hence  in  the  future's  blent, 
For  each  result  that  on  the  path  arises, 

A  certain  and  uncertain  element. 

The  Present  is  an  outward  moving  tent: 
Heaven,  earth,  time,  space,  are  shadows  that  appear 

Or  vanish,  as  their  Destinies  consent 
To  shew  or  vail  the  outlines,  far  or  near. — 
The  visual  curtains  fade; — not  they  but  God  is  here. 

CX. 

So  ever,  in  these  shadowed  earthly  dwellings, 
Where  children  of  the  One-Twain  wait  the  end, 

Flows  God  as  the  deep  sea,  whose  extreme  wellings 
In  seemings  meet  and  rise,  instill  and  blend 
With  all  the  elements  that  color  lend, 

And  weave  bright  outlines  through  the  visual  plan. 
Griefs  that  would  kill  and  agonies  that  rend 

Move  in  the  counter-whirl  our  lives  to  span ; 

Yet,  while  we  seem  in  them,  we  are  in  God  the  Man, 


56  ST  AR -FLO  WEES  . 


CXI. 

These  visible  appearances  of  Nature 

Have  their  sub-strata  in  the  cosmic  soul ; 

Yet,  as  the  human  form  may  change  its  feature, 
And  pass  from  liberty  to  strict  control, 
So  fires,  earths,  airs  and  watery  floods  that  roll 

By  tidal  waves,  as  sun  or  season  sway, 
May  pause,  suspend,  disbody  or  enscroll, 

When  in  the  cosmic  wheel  the  Word  makes  play 

To  close  aixaeon  old,  or  new-born  times  display. 


CXII. 

Do  I  but  as  a  dew-drop  gleam,  suspended 

And  quivering  upon  life's  daily  thorn  ? 
So  the  great  world  herself  is  all  extended 

As  a  frail  rain-flower,  brightening  in  the  morn. 

O'er  smiling  lands  the. planet  that  adorn, 
Myriads  of  human  mites  enjoy  her  breast: 

They  spend  their  little  lives  in  strife  and  scorn ; 
They  grieve  and  suffer  by  long  ills  opprest, 
All  but  as  dew-drops  poised  upon  their  thorny  crest. 


CXIII. 

All  things  that  solid  seem  encompassed  are, 

And  permeated  by  fluidity;  ' 
The  iron  mountain,  like  the  needle's  bar, 

Is  but  a  swarm  of  molecules :  the  sea 

That  holds  Infinitude  pervadeth  thee, 
O  man !  by  every  pore  of  every  nerve 

Thy  time-form  touches  to  eternity ; 
"While  the  swift  currents,  for  its  play  that  serve, 
Hold  dissolution  aye,  if  but  the  motion  curve. 
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CXIV. 

If  but  the  Music  Master  draws  the  bow, 

The  wailing  winds  to  melodies  may  pass ; 
Color  for  color  fire  the  morning's  glow ; 

Essential  gold  transpose  the  sordid  brass. 

And  men,  dissolving  from  the  squalid  mass, 
Lift  for  new  worth  to  tread  the  social  round ; 

Yea,  the  world's  thought, — a-  face  that  leaves  the  glass, — 
No  more  in  human  mirrorings  be  found; 
Greeds,  customs,  tongues  depart;  the  war-drums  wake  no  sound, 


cxv. 

The  lines  that  weave  Earth's  natural  dimension, 

And  hold  the  planet  for  the  visual  ring, 
May  open  to  the  luminous  extension 

For  all  in  whom  the  Word  makes  bridaling ; 

Or  gather  to  a  close  contractive  cling, 
For  all  whose  instincts  cleave  unto  the  baoe. 

Pent  lives  may  lift  for  glorious  blossoming; 
The  myriads  of  the  just  as  twain  embrace, 
When  the  Great  Artist  draws  the  bow  across  our  space. 


CXVL 

The  Universe  is  all  a  music- whirl. 

Whilst  here  the  cup  of  bitterness  we  drain, 
Tones  within  tones,  airs  within  airs  unfurl. 

If  now  one  hear  through  darts  of  deadly  pain 

The  far  vibration  of  that  joyful  strain, 
Mankind,  for  thee  the  deprqfundis  flows. 

A  little  while,  and  worldlings  who  profane 
The  planet  and  perpetuate  its  woes, 
Touched  by  the  Lord's  new  song  as  vapors  shall  repose, 
ui  8 
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10. 
CONFRONT     THE     PAST. 

Confront  the  Past  with  kindly  eyes: 
Interrogate  the  Mysteries. 
From  the  full  heart  of  Woman- Man 
Came  Faiths  more  old  than  Arystan. 
^Eons  of  gold  and  silver  shone 
Long  ere  the  times  of  bronze  or  stone. 
A  nobler  race  once  held  for  earth ; 
The  savage  was  an  after-birth : 
His  were  but  children  of  the  mist : 
The   Sun  God  erst  our  planet  kist, 
And  stately  Peoples  rose  to  greet 
The  morn  from  their  imperial  seat. 


These  mortals  are  but  vestiges; 
Less  social-wise  than  honey-bees. 
Ants  weave  with  ants  a  social  plan, 
Man  wars  against  his  brother  man. 
Society's  a  spider's  net, 
Upheld  by  sword  and  bayonet. 


Confront  the  Past,  and  it  retires 

Pallid  before  these  western  fires. 

Over  our  Calif ornian  plains 

God  Helios-Chris tus  beams  and  rains. 

The  billows  of  the  past  but  meet 

To  kiss  His  firmamental  feet. 

So  we  hold  here,  though  yet  in  germ, 

The  Power  that  stays  the  planet  firm ; 

That  nerves  the  stars  from  whirl  to  whirl 

Like  love-winds  for  a  dancing  girl. 
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Freedom  and  Fate  awhile  contend, 
But,  when  they  twine,  behold  the  End ! 
Where  man  shears  now  the  aftermath, 
God's  feet  shall  blossom  for  his  path, 
And  human  worms,  that  toil  and  spin, 
Transpose,  transform,  as  joys  begin. 
When  Nature  to  the  Word  submits, 
Man  shall  escape  her  slaughter-pits, 
And  in  his  motions,  true  and  leal, 
The  loftier  constellations  wheel. 


As  scape-goats  we  in  deserts  dwell, 
Bearing  the  curse  of  Israel. 
Stealthy  to  feed  and  disunite, 
We  lift  the  Hebrew  parasite. 
Arise,  rejoice !  swift  hours  make  wing, 
Where  HELIA-CHRISTA  leads  the  Spring. 
Here,  when  Her  breath  makes  summer  health, 
Shall  flame  the  One-Twain  Commonwealth. 


CXVII. 

Within  his  book  of  life  man  carries  freedom, 

But  woman  in  her  volume  bears  a  fate. 
Her  equinoxes,  in  their  cold  precession, 

Have  left  man  as  the  arctic  desolate. 

What  he  misnames  '  religion,'  is  a  weight, 
A  moral  horror,  incubus  and  ban. 

Men  in  their  wives  a  nature-passion  sate : 
Then,  like  autumnal  grasshoppers,  the  fan 
Of  age  whirls  their  frail  lives  on  Winter's  tempest  wan. 


09 
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CXYIII. 

Woman  is  fate !  the  fearful  Isis  folds 

O'er  the  dissociate,  warring  womanhood, 
A  vail  impenetrable ;  she  withholds 

Her  mystery,  never  guessed  or  understood. 

Could  women  unitize  in  social  good, 
She  would  strip  age  from  off  their  wondrous  forms ; 

Rise  in  them  by  Her  lifted  passion-flood ; 
And  as  the  sun,  the  frozen  orb  that  warms. 
Enkindle  with  sweet  life,  till  powers  were  theirs  for  storms. 


CXIX. 

Woman  is  destiny!  in  every  motion 

Of  rounding  sisterhood  man's  future  plies. 
His  arid  isle,  till  flooded  from  her  ocean, 

As  the  lean  desert,  dry  and  hungered  lies. 

Till  Social  Woman  for  salvation  rise, 
Man  perishes  from  all  his  vast  endeavor: 

He  is  a  pallid  moth  that  seeks  the  skies : 
His  work  is  moth-work,  and  his  Genius  ever 
Weaves  but  a  social  robe  for  Anarchy  to  sever. 


cxx. 

Associated  Womanhood  entwines 

The  fabric  of  the  golden  destinies. 
When  social  woman  in  God's  heart  reclines, 

The  nature-passion  will  transpose  to  glees 

That  bear  the  fruited  immortalities : 
The  orb  shall  quicken  from  its  cold  despair, 

To  feed  the  race  with  summer  ecstasies, 
Borne  through  the  wealth  of  heaven's  electric  air : 
Where  Earth  touched  death  before,  God  shall  be  bridegroom  there. 
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Men  pounce  on  woman  as  lierce  hasvks  on  cloves, 
And  gorge  upon  them  till  their  essence  fails.  — 

A  little  now  the  sacred  vail  removes;  — 

Woman,  her  eyes  are  cased  in  scales  on  scales  : 
She  feels  to  God,  she  faints  for  God,  she  pales  ; 

Then  drops  through  care,  through  age,  to  death  forlorn. 
Mankind,  a  vast,  black,  floating  vampire  sails, 

Eclipsing  God,  where  God  would  make  her  morn  : 

Lo,  with  hia  drunken  wings  he  shades  her  brow  for  scorn. 


CXXIL 

Man  in  his  freeness  still  is  her  destroyer: 

His  faith  is  desolation,  and  his  art 
But  serves  him  to  lead  death  as  the  deploy  er 

Through  blossomed  palaces  of  Woman's  heart. 

Man's  freedom  rends  her  sisterhood  apart: 
He  treads  on  womanhood  for  his  renown  : 

His  progress  from  the  cavern  to  the  mart 
Where  all  the  splendors  blazon  for  his  crown, 
Hath  been  o'er  woman's  love,  her  being  trampled  down. 


cxxm. 

Man's  life  is  ruined  in  his  emulation, 

And  he  begets  his  wreck  in  woman's  brain  ; 
Ingerming  there  his  prideful  ostentation, 

Contempt  and  malice,  envy  and.  disdain. 

The  temple,  Woman,  man  has  made  profane; 
His  custom  weaves  her  in  envenomed  toils  : 

She  sins  not  but  where  man  first  wrought  a  stain  : 
Her  sacred  odors  and  her  precious  oils, 
Man  craves  them  for  his  gifts  ;  for  them  her  life  he  spoils. 
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OXXIY. 

The  haughty  shrine  of  old  Jerusalem 

Had  perished  but  that  woman  nourished  it : 
Its  bards  and  prophets,  not  a  soul  of  them 

Glimpsed  God  but  through  some  flame  that  woman  lit. 

There  never  was  a  sacred  scripture  writ, 
But  through  some  woman's  heart  its  music  rolled. 

'Twas  through  her  breast  the  Holy  Dove  alit, 
That  shadowed  for  the  oracles  of  old, 
And  fanned  man's  pallid  brain  with  flames  of  lucid  gold. 


cxxv. 

Emasculated  imbeciles  of  mind, 

Denying  God  where  God  is  most  of  ail, 
Give  us  for  Deity  a  fictioned  rind, 

Whatever  be  the  IS  ame  whereby  they  call ; 

A  phantom  bleak  with  hollo wness  and  thrall ; 
A  spectral  eye-ball  o'er  the  universe. 

Surely  the  nations  grope,  in  custom's  pall, 
•"Mid  hates  that  burn  and  anarchies  that  curse, 
Till  social  woman  rise,  the  phantoms  to  disperse. 


CXXYI. 

Moses  could  ne'er  have  found  his  revelation 

But  for  wise  Jethro's  daughter;  but  she  wove  it 
Into  his  being  as  an  emanation : 

It  found  his  mind ;  it  fed  and  filled  and  clove  it. 

Could  he  have  touched  the  Woman  Star  above  it, 
That  shone  in  shadow  over  Sinai's  brow, 

Israel  had  seen  that  day  a  nobler  prophet, 
And  nations  sooner  had  beheld  the  glow 
Of  the  One-Twain  uprise  I  hail  through  anguish  now. 
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CXXV1L 

'Tis  a  deep  secret,  ne'er  before  permitted ; 

Yet  all  religions  grew  through  woman's  vein. 
'Twas  she  who  drew  the  myriad  thoughts  that  flitted 

To  visioned  splendors  in  man's  dreaming  brain, 

Weaving  their  wondrous  imagery  amain : 
In  the  prophetic  mind  they  rise,  they  star, 

Shaping  their  idealities  to  gain 
Glories  and  outlines  from  the  realms  afar, 
Wherein  the  Genius  thrones  and  his  great  brethren  are. 


CXXYIIL 

So,  being  led  by  such  enwomaning, 

Seers  find  their  inspirations  like  the  flocks 
Of  king  Apollo,  blithely  pasturing 

Where  sunshine  with  sweet  fire  the  winter  mocks ; 

And  they  are  glad  to  lead  them  through  the  rocks 
Of  worldly  verbiage  and  loose  them  forth, 

Shorn  and  dismantled  of  their  golden  locks, 
To  fill  the  creed-folds  of  this  barren  earth. — 
Woman  begets  in  man,  arid  scripture  is  the  birth. 


CXXIX. 

Heaven  vails  her  brow  from  the  aristocrat. 

Classes  of  Privilege,  wherever  found, 
Breed  human  brutes  to  feed  on  Ararat 

Over  the  sad  Earth's  proletary,  drowned 

Or  doomed  into  the  gulph  of  hell  profound. 
I  saw  a  man  and  woman,  born  and  versed 

In  Britain's  aristocracy,  and  wound 
In  seeming  virtues  that  God's  Word  disbursed ; 
They  scorned  the  People's  life,  from  whose  full  breast  they  nursed. 
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cxxx. 

The  man  was  pious,  like  Lord  £  Nothiugly,1 

Mild  mannered,  fond  of  spiritual  thinly ; 
Enjoying  to  the  full  the  flattering  lie 

That  false  religion  to  the  egoist  brings ; 

Full  of  the  pleasure  of  false  worshipings ; 
Laying  great  stress  upon  the  blood  of  Christ; 

Dreaming  that  grace  formed  for  celestial  wings, 
To  waft  him,  sanctified  and  richly  priced, 
To  prelates  and  to  earls,  arisen  and  paradised. 


CXXXI. 

And  much  he  feared  that  he  might  lose  his  soul ; 

And  more  he  feared  that  he  might  lose  a  rent : 
And  he  sought  such  as  ghostly  sprites  control, 

And  miracles  were  wrought  as  they  invent' 

Till  seeming  heavenliness  bedecked  the  tent 
Of  his  low  living  in  a  shining  world. 

Then,  in  the  night  a  Strong  One  o'er  me  bent, 
Saying,  '  Behold  that  glutton,  hailed  and  earled! 
The  human  ape  lies  proud,  as  in  a  Christ-skin  furled.' 


CXXXIL 

But  afterward  I  saw,  when  Death  had  stripped 

From  the  poor  manikin  his  rich  disguise: 
He  was  a  ghostly  thief,  by  night  who  slipped 

Where  slumber  made  the  poor  man's  paradise ; 

Robbing  the  toiler,  cunning,  serpent-wise, 
Extracting  life-food  through  the  brain  and  breast ; 

Then  at  the  dawn,  scared  by  the  trumpetriee 
Of  the  blithe  bird  who  wakes  the  world  from  rest, 
Drowsing  to  sordid  sleep,  with  kindred  ghosts  unblest. 
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CXXXIII. 
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Following  such  tainted  trail,  I  entered  where 

Gay  fellow  nobles  sat  at  meat  and  wine. 
There  I  beheld  a  felon  of  the  jail, 

Who,  as  a  god,  sought  of  their  food  to  dine. 

When  they  had  grown  a  little  way  supine, 
He  tickled  in  their  bellies,  that  they  might 

Feel  a  fresh  ^appetite  for  grape  or  pine, 
Or  from  rich  pastries  draw  a  new  delight. 
4  These  apes,'  he  said,  'feed  me,  their  lord,  for  strength  of  fight.' 


CXXXIV. 

I  saw  him  once  again :  he  slept  between 

A  lord  and  lady,  cuddled  in  their  folds : 
His  goggle  eyes,  purple  and  gray  and  green, 

Of  them  drew  h're  to  color  from  the  colds. 

Quoth  he,  ' These  apes  of  mine  will  soon  be  olds; 
They  sicken  to  be  chill  where  I  am  hot. 

They  smell  as  mice  and  carry  church-yard  molds. 
But,  when  their  present  splendors  know  them  not, 
Those  who  succeed  shall  be  my  bed-mates  till  they  rot.' 


CXXXY. 

Ghost-land  is  feeding  on  the  fictile  splendors, 

Wherever  aristocracies  make  sway: 
'Tis  eating  out  the  energy  that  renders 

The  people  subject  to  their  magic  play: 

Their  iron  force  changes  to  miry  clay : 
The  doom  of  Britain's  Peerage  is  at  hand. 

Soon  it  will  be  a  thing  for  Truth  to  say, 
'  Pimps,  peers  and  princes  perished  from  the  land  : 
The  blasting  ears  lie  low,  that  fruiting  ears  may  stand/ 
iii  9 
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CXXXYI. 

I  saw  a  peeress,  and  she  hardly  knew 

To  hem  a  shift  or  cleanse  her  tainted  skin : 

The  women  of  the  People  to  her  view 

Had  no  more  value  than  the  motes  that  win 
Grace  from  the  sunbeams  that  they  glimmer  in. 

Self -life,  self-love,  self-hope,  self -fear  she  knew: 
Her  nature  was  a  sumptuous,  fictioned  sin : 

From  the  conventional  her  deeds  she  drew, 

And  for  its  base  behests  her  better  being  slew. 


CXXXYII 

I  met  her  after,  loosened  from  her  form 

Of  outness,  and  she  put  on  precious  airs, 
And  fastened  on  me  as  a  hungry  worm. 

She  bore  no  burden  of  the  people's  cares: 

She  saved  no  sister  from  the  evil  snares : 
She  fed  and  flaunted  on  the  people's  life. 

The  titled  lady-killers  from  their  lairs 
She  met  with  luscious  smiles ;  the  stately  wife 
Clasped  hands  that  would  have  met  God's  Lady  with  the  knife. 


CXXXYIIL 

Ah!  she  was  sweet  on  eminent  reformers 

And  poets,  were  they  only  in  the  style; 
But  in  her  soul  she  loved  the  woman-stormers, 

And  turned  to  them,  if  fashion  masked  their  guile, 

From  Tennyson  or  Ruskin  or  Carlyle. 
She  patronized  philanthropists  and  priests ; 

The  unconventional  she  counted  vile, 
And  fed  with  Sin's  elect  at  many  feasts, 
Where  she  and  they  gorged  on  the  people's  life  as  beasts. 
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CXXXIX. 

Vailed  in  the  prettiness  of  sentiment, 

Hers  was  an  ogress'  heart : — she  died :  she  lay 

Three  days  beneath  her  funeral  monument ; 

They  heaped  wreathed  blossoms  o'er  her  nauseous  clay, 
And  then  had  stately,  surpliced  priests  to  say, 

'Blessed  the  dead,  departed  in  the  Lord! ' 

Her  shuddering  ghost  blasphemed,  and  night  and  day 

Fastened  upon  that  pontiff  for  reward, 

And  so  his  soul  obsessed  for  rites  by  Heaven  abhorred, 


CXL. 

Thou  Britain,  mighty,  proud  and  pitiless, 
Nearing  the  judgment  of  tyrannic  years, 

Thy  peasant  people,  whom  thy  great  oppress, 
Shall  'scape  the  doom  of  peeresses  and  peers, 
Ah  me !  there  lif teth  from  one  cup  of  tears 

A  countenance,  as  Summer  in  full  bloom; 
But  from  the  other  cup,  o'erbrimmed  to  fears 

For  proud  misrule  that  wrought  the  people's  doom, 

Judgment  erects  his  face  through  shadows  of  the  tomb. 


CXLL 

Friends  whom  I  loved  and  cherished  as  my  heart, 

Have  made  their  destinies  with  that  proud  clan. 
Words  are  wrung  from  me  as  while  heart-strings  part, 

And  the  grieved  visage  pales,  for  anguish  wan. 

Surely  I  suffer  all  that  spirit  can: 
These  heart-strings  quiver  as  a  breaking  lyre. 

Words ! — they  bear  forth  a  blessing  and  a  ban : 
The  Earth  is  weary  and  she  builds  a  pyre : 
The  people's  wrath  flames  red,  its  touch  shall  soon  be  fire, 
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CXLII. 

The  Voice  spoke  to  me,  '  Son,  well  hast  thou  toiled. 

Enter  My  garden ;  there  are  many  sweets.' 
I  saw  our  Lady  there, — white  robes  unsoiled, — 

Yet  She  had  labored  in  the  burdened  heats, 

While  her  Lord  by  Her  fashioned  garden-seats. 
There  the  Lord-Lady,  full  at-one,  reclined. 

My  Issa  came ;  blithe  music  made  repeats ; 
The  Great  Twain-One,  on  people's  fare  They  dined, 
While  Issa  gave  me  bread,  as  for  the  need  assigned. 


CXLIII. 

I  saw  the  Woman  of  the  Planet's  grief, 
The  Woman  of  the  People :  there  She  sat, 

And  smiling,  said,  4  Behold  you  here  the  Chief 
Of  man's  new  labor,  holding  for  the  hap 
Of  the  new  joy,  the  Lady  in  His  lap.' 

But  loving  Issa  nestled  at  Her  feet, 
Poring  on  the  blue  veins  as  if  a  map 

Of  some  new  world,  all  blossomed  rich  and  sweet, 

Were  opened  for  delight  her  steadfast  gaze  to  meet. 


CXLIV. 

But  then  Lord-Lady  vanished,  and  I  found 

But  Issa  where  the  High  One-Twain  made  plain. 

A  violet  odor  breathed  for  worth  profound : 
Issa  sat  quivering  with  a  pure  disdain : 
Turning  to  me  she  said,  i  Again,  again, 

Those  wicked  thrust  upon  you ;  worst  is  last. 
Yon  failing  Britain  is  a  second  Spain : 

The  spirit  of  the  Inquisition  passed 

To  lust  in  Britain's  pride,  the  planet  to  devast. 
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CXLV. 

4  This  strongest  of  the  nations  held  the  full 
Of  all  the  powers  that  make  the  easy  way. 

The  Strong  One,  who  is  fashioned  in  its  bull, 
To  bear  Europa  for  his  prize  away, 
Where  other  continents  await  his  sway, 

Shall  soon  desert  the  Brute,  to  whom  he  gave 
Might  and  dominion  and  the  skill  to  slay,  . 

To  tread  the  billows  and  to  rule  the  wave. 

Made  up  of  bubbles  all,  that  phantom  finds  a  grave. 


OXLYI. 

*  Britain  is  powerless  to  meet  the  doom 

That  ushers  in  upon  it,  for  mankind 
Hath  fashioned  in  its  heart  a  judgment  tomb, 

And  Woman  sits  therein;  She  will  unbind 

Within  the  proletariat's  burning  mind 
An  utter  wrath,  mixed  with  contempt  arid  scorn, 

For  the  proud  feasters  who  their  pleasures  find 
Where  wasted  myriads,  for  their  greeds  forlorn,     . 
Find  but  a  night  in  life,  nor,  save  in  death,  a  morn. 


CXLYII. 

4  Look  thou  with  me  and  view.' — I  saw,  it  seemed, 

An  host  of  shining  men,  all  sweet  and  calm, 
Glide  in  a  long  procession:  weapons  gleamed; 

Emblazoned  banners  hung  upon  the  balm ; 

Stillness  was  in  the  march;  no  trump,  no  psalrn, 
•No  chorus  of  rich  voices  timed  the  way: 

Their  hands  met  to  each  other j  palm  by  palm ; 
Neither  by  dark  of  night  nor  bloom  of  day, — 
In  cold,  white  mist  they  moved, — a  mystical  array. 
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CXLYIII. 

They  sped  as  Judges  to  a  judgment  seat, 

Chief  Washington  the  leader  of  the  band. 
One  nigh  him  said,  £  Hold  to  me  by  your  feet : 

Think  to  me  with  a  fire  in  the  right  hand. 

We  come  as  Men  of  Judgment ;  Fate  who  planned 
And  toiled  through  her  long  ages  will  not  miss. 

We  are  advancing  by  our  march,  to  stand 
Where  Nature  liberates  her  last  abyss ; 
To  serve  the  Word-seed  there,  even  as  we  hold  in  this.' 


CXLIX. 

I  heard  in  Heaven  a  blast  of  rattling  thunder, 

And  then  the  deaths  that  Nature  wreathes  began 
To  rise :  it  was  a  sight  of  awe  and  wonder : 

Unreal-real  images  of  man; 

Each  one  the  theorem,  the  outlined  plan 
Of  some  lone  dweller  in  the  earthly  sphere, 

Drew  into  sight,  or  dark  or  pale  or  wan, 
Fashioned  in  loveliness  of  joy  or  fear: 
Each  sought  to  find  the  form  in  whom  it  might  appear, 


CL, 

For  Nature,  in  the  corning  change  of  things, 

Plays  her  full  part :  she  weaves  the  duplicate, 
A  creature  full  of  eyes  and  feet  and  wings, 

Gentle,  ethereal  and  delicate, 

Intensely  charged  with  odors,  as  the  freight 
Of  Summer  in  a  vase  of  perfume  sealed. 

'Tis  by  such  forms  moves  on  the  Hearing  Fate, 
In  their  divine  arch-chemistries  concealed, 
To  bring  the  Happy  End,  even  as  God's  breath  revealed. 
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CLI. 


Wisdom  is  opening  of  her  spiceries  : 

If  one  were  dying,  could  he  but  inhale 
From  beakers  of  the  immortalities, 

'Twould  be  as  a  rose-garden  might  unvail; 

Rounding  its  vital  wreath  o'er  winter's  pale  ; 
Lifting  throngh  all  his  powers  the  passion-cross. 

We  martyred  men,  O  God  !  we  almost  fail, 
Holding  where  griefs  their  arctic  waters  toss  ;  — 
These  are  Thy  gifts  for  need,  in  Nature's  hour  of  loss, 


CLIL 

At  last  She  cometh  by  the  odor-sense, 

Our  Lady  of  the  Perfumes,  wafting  gifts. 
Yea,  from  Her  lap  of  wifely  innocence, 

And  from  Her  bosom's  world  the  white  cloud  drifts. 

So  now  to  me  once  more  the  violet  lifts, 
While  silver-azure  light  breaks  through  the  gray. 

I  touch  the  empire  whence  the  gold-light  rifts 
Through  the  rose-purple,  and  I  meet  the  ray. 
Carol  for  joy,  Sweet  Song:  the  Bride  is  on  the  way! 


CLIII. 

In  Aristocracy  is  pent  the  venom, 

Whence  are  diffused  the  weightiest  crimes  that  thralL 
There  are  the  jackals  of  the  People's  Hinnom ; 

The  larves  and  lamise  of  the  Dragon's  hall : 

Therefore  the  Mother  meets  them  first  of  all. 
Into  the  bosom  of  the  Planet's  Pride, 

Into  the  reptiles  who  mankind  appall, 
Clad  as  in  christ-skins,  selfly  glorified, 
Who  make  their  life  in  death,  Her  waters  rise  and  tide. 


STAB-FLO  WEES  , 


CLIV. 

Not  to  the  carrion  in  the  pauper's  coat. 
Not  to  the  carrion  in  the  felon's  chain ; 

Not  to  the  carrion  whose  foul  wounds  denote 
The  outcast's  misery,  the  street-girl's  shame ; — 
'Tis  to  the  heirs  of  many  a  titled  name, 

To  those  \vho  from  the  spoils  of  all  agone 
Build  specious  goodliness  on  human  blame, 

The  Judgment  is  attracted :  they  who  shone 

Highest  against  the  light  fall  first  before  the  sun. 


CLV. 

The  lofty, — they  who  should  have  been  the  lowly ; 

The  grasping, — they  who  should  have  been  the  givers; 
The  pharisees, — who  should  have  been  the  holy ; 

They  for  ice-palaces  who  froze  God's  rivers  ; 

They  who  broke  Christ's  great  urn  of  life  to  shivers, 
To  plate  their  baseness  with  its  ruined  gold; — 

She  who  the  orb  dissolves  and  yet  delivers, 
To  these  She  touches,  and  upon  their  cold 
Anchors  the  doom-cloud,  there  unto  the  last  to  hold. 


CLVI. 

The  doom-cloud  settles  over  Albion's  isle. 

Those  are  white  sails  that  shew  their  mystery 
Arising  on  the  vision,  pile  by  pile. 

Lo,  thus  the  stately  Woman  of  the  Sea 

Floats  forth  her  winds,  as  ships  of  doom  to  be ! 
Their  drooping  banners  are  as  twining  palls, 

And,  when  they  open  their  artillery, 
'Tis  but  a  soft  dissolving  fire  that  balls ; 
Feels  it  and  baby  laughs,  for  it  the  tyrant  falls. 


STAR-FLOWERS.  78 


CLVIL 


A  gentle,  rocking  motion,  like  the  sway 

Of  some  great  steamer,  that  the  turn  of  tide 

Lifts  on  the  land-locked  waters  of  a  bay, 

Whilst  dallying  airs  o'er  its  calm  bosom  glide  ;- 
From  occult  space  such  weavings  are  applied. 

Mother,  this  is  Thy  doom-work,  so  begun. 
The  silver- violet  kindles;  'tis  allied 

To  crimson -gold ;  the  wavering  motion  spun 

For  transposition  leads,  till  all,  till  all  is  won. 


CLYIII. 

The  prayer  of  ancient  Ajax  was  for  sight, 

Making  the  sword  arm  sure,  the  courage  bold, 
That  he  might  penetrate  iron-visored  Night, 

And  by  a  fiery  glance  the  foeman  hold. 

Truth  iraminates  by  vision ;  fold  by  fold 
Enkindling  splendors,  that  no  token  shew, 

Enter  man's  torrid  heat,  his  arctic  cold. 
4  Let  there  be  light ! '  the  Mother  saith,  and  lo, 
Beams  that  the  cloud  conceals  to  serve  Her  bidding  go ! 


CLIX. 

'  A  year  I  ton  years  ? '  I  know  not  outer  time, 

'Tis  nominal ;  but  Force  is  moving  on : 
Sweet  thoughts  within  the  mind  like  flower-bells  chime 

Suspense  and  dull  incertitude  are  gone : 

The  bosomed  Purpose  that  I  rest  upon, 
All  as  a  bridal  breast  makes  peace  for  me. 

From  the  embraces  of  the  Twain-in-One 
Flow  forth  vibrations  that  the  world  shall  free, 
And  sanctify  the  saved  for  immortality. 
UilO 
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CLX. 

Calmly  reposing  in  the  bright  elysian 

I  saw  a  living  wind ;  and  Issa  met, 
Moving  within  the  wind,  bj  smiles  the  vision ; 

My  Summer  Girl,  floating  in  fragrance  wet 

From  unknown  wealth  of  rose  and  violet, 
Shaped  to  the  wind  by  her  evolving  form. 

6  A  little  yet,'  she  sang,  '  a  little  yet, 
And  I  shall  weave  this  wind  into  a  storm, 
Then  breathe  abroad  from  it,  for  blisses  kind  and  warm.' 


CLXL 

She  made  a  speech-thought  full  upon  my  mouth 
And  fed  by  distant  kisses;  then  she  wound 

A  wind-wreath  to  my  bosom ;  all  the  south 
Of  Lilimo'  deliciously  unbound, 
Leading  a  bliss-tire,  holy  and  profound. 

From  it  new  forces  to  their  wings  unchain : 
I  touch  the  end ;  I  touch  the  violet-ground 

In  God-force,  touch  the  vapor,  touch  the  rain, 

That  enters  man  to  still  life's  whirling  hurricane. 


CLXII. 

In  Britain  concentrates  the  central  motion, 

The  centric  force  of  man's  debased  career. 
If  Britain  rides  and  rules  o'er  every  ocean, 

'Tis  that  her  vigors  penetrate  the  sphere 

Of  the  orb's  lust,  to  sway  its  hope  and  fear. 
She  burns  into  the  orb  by  all  her  eyes: 

She  fashions  o'er  it  by  her  hands,  that  rear 
Cities  from  shores,  empires  from  colonies : 
Proud  harlot  of  the  seas !  Earth  swoons  between  her  thighs. 
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CLXI1I. 

And  she  is  cursed,  is  cursed  !  Carthage  of  old 

Slew  woman,  sacrificed  on  Baal's  altar: 
She,  the  World's  Carthage,  for  her  goddess,  Gold, 

Slays  her  own  womanhood  that  should  exalt  her. 

To  gold,  for  gold,  her  feet  nor  fail  nor  falter. 
Pier  priesthoods  of  the  ledger  and  the  creed 

To  the  fierce  instincts  by  their  science  palter, 
And  generate  a  strong,  wise,  cruel  seed, 
To  storm  the  woman's  couch  ;  they  rise  there  as  the  steed. 


CLXIY. 

I  saw  another  wind,  —  one  composite,  — 

Wreathed  in  its  vail  a  lovely  Sister-Band  : 
Music  and  mirth  and  poesy  and  wit 

By  many  motions  of  their  breathings  fanned; 

Each  Psyche  held  her  Cupid  by  the  hand  ; 
Man-force  in  woman-force  they  so  inwrought. 

This  cloud  passed  also  .far  to  Albion's  land, 
Moving  by  many  ways  of  hidden  thought. 
She  touched  me  to  the  breast;  her  mystery  I  caught. 


CLXV. 

It  was  a  wind  like  this  that  secretly 

Gathered  the  Puritans  from  persecution  ; 
Inflamed  in  them  the  hate  of  tyranny, 

And  wrought  their  spirits  in  one  resolution, 

By  many  airs  of  virtue  in  transfusion. 
The  Pilgrim  Fathers  so  escaped  the  rod 

Of  church  hypocrisy  and  state  confusion, 
And  reared  upon  the  wild  New  England  sod 
A  State  they  prayed  and  hoped  should  hold  Indwelling  God. 
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CLXVI. 

4  We  know  that  life  is  short  and  full  of  fear,5 

Said  one  to  me,  <  but  be  not  thou  afraid ; 
And  there  shall  be  a  sign  that  God  is  near, 

And  that  He  moves,  not  by  the  sheathed  blade. 

Lift  now  thy  purpose,  where,  in  Heaven  displayed, 
Our  Adonai  shews  the  silver  shield : 

Hold  with  the  warriors  of  the  Rock,  arrayed 
For  awful  deeds  by  awful  arms  they  wield: 
Summon  the  Central  Power;  it  waits  to  be  revealed.' 

CLXVIL 

This  manhood  thence  rounded  in  ladyhood ; 

And  I  beheld  those  loveliest  of  maids, 
Wedded  to  Occult  Truth  by  Occult  Good, 

Whose  flower-hands,  wreathed  in  sword-hands,  tired  the  blades 

Of  Adonai's  band,  that  time  the  shades 
Of  doom  en  vailed  the  holy  Silver  A^e. — 

t/ 

Because  my  shadow-form  for  suffering  fades, 
Meeting  the  death-spasm  of  the  Planet's  rage, 
They  centered  round  me  then,  the  woman's  war  to  wage. 

11. 

BENT     VAILS  . 

By  throe  and  lift  and  spasm  of  pain, 

By  strain  of  bosom  to  anguish-rain, 

The  Powers  that  slept  in  the  heart's  extense 

Rise  to  the  Woman's  eminence. 

When  Woman  loosens  her  last  content, 

The  vail  of  the  Temple  is  torn  and  rent : 

She  opes  through  the  pierced  and  wounded  side ; 

She  enters  the  deep  where  the  dragons  hide; 

She  lays  her  hand  on  the  traitors  maw; 

She  breaks  the  gripe  of  the  slanderer's  jaw. 
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CLXYIII. 

The  Woman  Scripture,  grandly  it  is  written 

By  word-lines  through  her  wondrous,  occult  form. 
There,  when  the  Mother-light  for  joy  is  litten, 

It  breathes,  it  flows,  it  kindles  blithely  warm. 

The  concept  weaves  from  its  mysterious  norm, 
At  last  by  surface  shewings  to  display. 

When  she  arises  through  her  passion-storm, 
By  holiness  to  serve  the  Mother's  way, 
The  Goddesshood  beams  forth,  in  splendors  to  array. 


CLXIX. 

The  Muses  of  the  Temple,  grown  well  skilled, 

Stood  in  their  order  of  the  seventh  round. 
My  shade-form  had  dissolved,  but  that  they  stilled 

The  storm  that  round  it  as  a  serpent  wound ; 

Till  the  pale  forehead  with  gold  light  was  crowned, 
Whilst  their  ambrosial  gifts  made  food  and  wine. 

Again  I  pass  the  shadowed  burial  ground : 
Anew  I  sing  for  comfortings  divine, 
And  words  leap  for  their  touch,  as  jewels  from  the  mine. 


CLXX. 

The  Master  of  the  Library  came  to  me, 

And  opened  in  his  hand  an  ancient  scroll. 
He  said,  i  Our  Muses  had  an  art  to  woo  thee, 

In  thy  young  time,  when  but  a  budding  soul ; 

But  now  they  lift  thy  shade  by  swift  control. 
Here  is  a  record,  penned  7mid  time's  old  storms, 

And  them  mayest  read  of  that  which  will  console; 
Woman  hath  long,  from  Man's  inversive  arms, 
Led  forth  a  putrid  seed,  with  death  in  its  alarms. 
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CLXXI. 

'  Now  the  Great  Mother,  by  Her  odor-sense, 
Enters  earth's  womankind  to  charm  its  flower; 

But  this  has  roused  that  virus,  thrice  intense, 
That  in  the  putrid  seed  for  death  makes  power: 
I  scent  the  plague,  diffusing  hour  by  hour: 

The  woman-stench  and  woman-fragrance  meet. 
Enter  with  me  into  a  sacred  bower, 

Whilst  I  the  lesson  of  the  scroll  repeat; 

For  now  the  violet  light  draws  to  our  hands  and  feet. 


CLXXIL 

4  The  wisdom  of  our  adepts  wrought  a  shrine 

For  the  deliverance  and  defence  of  men  : 
Their  occult  wives  they  taught  to  disentwine 

From  Nature-play  and  germ  in  God  again. 

Insociated  so,  the  Muses  then 
Evolved  life's  hidden  virtues  from  their  cells; 

One  lady  bearing  more  of  gifts  than  ten: — 
Potencies  by  infinitesimals 
Rise  million-fold  at  last;  this  page  the  story  tells. 


CLXXIII. 

'  Woman  must  be  insistered :  when  she  is, 

The  Bridal  Word  forms  through  her  to  extremes. 

By  holiness  in  holiness  the  bliss 

She  beareth  multiplies;  she  glows,  she  gleams 
With  the  auroral  powers ;  at  last  she  beams 

In  floral  radiance  on  the  visioned  sight : 
'Entering  a  dark,  her  being  fires ;  it  seems 

As  the  dim  void  vibrated  from  her  might, 

Till  womanhood  shews  forth  her  Goddess  in  delight. 
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CLXXIV. 

'  'Tis  in  the  process  of  the  sister-band 

That  man  renews  his  annual  surface-shell, 
And  dwells  with  youth  in  Life's  glad  morning-land, 

Where  God  decrees  his  virtues  to  out- well. 

Mankind  is  broken  as  a  shattered  bell, 
But  sister-band  by  unities  may  bring 

The  Mother's  gift,  for  ceaseless  miracle. 
She  leads  the  powers  that  in  the  poet  ring; 
That  shape  the  adept's  rod,  the  word-staff  of  the  king. 


CLXXV. 

4  Spell-bound,  as  one  who  glides  in  sacred  trances, 

Woman,  who  is  the  guardian  of  the  rod, 
By  emanation  through  her  espouse  advances; 

By  immination  draws  him  into  God. 

She  brings  the  Christ-shoe,  and  his  feet  are  shod 
To  cross  the  barriers  of  the  holiest  place, 

Where  even  the  smallest  blossom  of  the  sod 
Holds  Christus-Christa,  bloomed  for  grace-in-grace ; 
Where,  formed  in  naked  flesh,  God  fashions  to  the  face. 


CLXXVI. 

'  You  see  about  you  in  the  outness,  three 

Frail,  aged  women,  who  long  years  have  borne 

Touching  the  Mother's  feet  of  mystery, 

Meeting  the  Father's  brow  of  kindling  morn: 
The  human  cruelties  their  hearts  have  torn ; 

For  the  strict  law  and  for  its  life  they  tried. 
Unterrorized  through  time,  their  gifts  unshorn, 

They  stand  for  Issa's  call  your  way  beside  : 

Borne  to  insociate  force,  they  unify,  they  tide. 
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CLXXVIL 

k  In  tbe  seventh  round's  pure  mystery  our  art 
Weaves  for  their  involution,  till  the  Quceri 

Of  all  the  loveliness,  by  heart-in-heart, 
Shapes  Her  Triuuity  their  forms  between, 
Making  the  night-time  day,  the  day  serene. 

Behold  this  dry  brown  twig;  millenniums 

Have  passed  since  it  was  lusty,  fresh  and  green. 

For  lady-touch  the  leaf,  the  blossom  comes : 

Her  life's  renewing  force  the  bloom-wrought  wonder  sums. 


CLXXVIII. 

i  Bind  up  the  broken  hearts  and  comfort  them, 

Till  for  their  ancient  griefs  no  more  they  bleed. 
The  life-flower  lives  within  each  withered  stem, 

As  in  our  antique  mystery  we  read. 

If  the  unsociate  dyings  shall  recede, 
So  they  shall  blossom  blithely  to  God's  Wife, 

And  make  a  throne-force  for  the  utmost  need, 
And  shape  a  casket,  all  with  jewels  rife, 
Whence  shall  dispense  full  gifts  our  Lady  of  the  Life. 


CLXXIX. 

'  As  the  magnificence  of  Heaven  approaches,' 
The  adept  said, 'behold,  our  ladies  glow. 

It  is  to  them  as  when  the  Spring  encroaches 
Upon  the  hoary  Winter;  for  they  know 
That  Hymen's  empire,  when  'tis  reared  below, 

Will  make  their  own  society  full  sweet: 
Their  rivers  then  will  multiply  the  flow, 

And  harmony  and  melody  that  meet 

Enzone  the  Woman's  orb,  that  now  is  incomplete. 
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i  Come  forth  again :  this  is  a  Lady's  bower, 
And  we  were  but  its  guests:  behold  how  kind 

Is  the  sweet  air ;  yet  death  is  in  the  shower : 
Our  nostrils  drink  the  subtle  pleasure-wind: 
Both  coldnesses  and  heats  for  gifts  unbind. 

Death  in  the  perfume  glides  from  sweetest  lips : 
By  kindnesses  the  life-cords  are  untwined: 

When  he  would  vail  the  world  for  its  eclipse, 

He  makes  a  nectared  bowl,  where  man  the  insect  sips. 


CLXXXL 

*  Feel  how  your  belly  is  intoxicated : 

Taste  sparingly  the  essence  fused  in  air: 
See  how  the  motions  are  accelerated, 

The  mind  exalted  from  its  grief  and  care ; 

And  here,  I  say  again,  be  wise,  beware. 
Walk  now  most  prudently  in  outwardness. 

In  summer's  fragrant  bowls  the  Fates  prepare 
A  medicine  for  the  sick  world's  distress. 
Breathe  less  and  less  of  sweets  that  honied  airs  express. 


CLXXXIL 

*  From  the  quintessence  of  the  floral  world, 

Distilling  aye  where'er  the  sunbeams  fall, 
A  cloud  exhales,  till  lady-winds  are  whirled, 

And  from  the  fragrance  fringes  the  white  pall. 

Beware  the  evening  dew-time  most  of  all ; 
For  then  the  sexuals  of  the  flowers  unite 

With  vapors  in  the  human  airs  that  thrall, 
Borne  for  the  fulsome  couches  of  the  night; 
Beware  the  languor-time,  that  steals  with  fading  light. 
lull 
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CLXXXIII. 

6  "Within  thy  guarded  chambers,  occulted, 

The  precious  ones,  the  life-givers,  may  steal, 
To  feed  thee  with  the  mercy- wine  and  bread ; 

To  charm  the  senses  in  their  mystic  wheel. 

Await  the  fragrances  their  lips  unseal : 
The  animated  flower  of  Woman's  joy 

Trembles  to  thee,  impatient  to  reveal; 
But  the  sweet  Nature-breaths,  they  hold  alloy ; 
Death  from  the  putrid  sea  flows  in  them  to  destroy 


CLXXXIV. 

4  Open  the  windows  for  the  breaths  of  morning, 
But  close  them  ere  the  evening-dews  appear. 

God's  hope  moves  with  the  sun  to  wake  forewarning, 
But  the  dark  hours  lead  on  insidious  fear, 
And  Nature  lifts  her  phantasms  to  ancar 

As  enemies  who  storm  the  towers  of  sleep. 
This  is  the  trouble  that  befalls  the  seer ; 

His  pathway  opens  through  the  Nature-deep : 

For  every  gift  he  wins  a  peril  he  must  reap. 


CLXXXV. 

6  Believe  not  in  the  trouble  of  thy  slumbers : 

The  enemies  that  win,  a  stormy  host, 
Are  but  as  sudden  snow  the  roof  that  cumbers. 

This  thing  called  '  Evil  '  is  a  wavering  ghost, 

Melting  away  to  the  far  outermost. 
When  the  bold  bird,  the  herald  of  the  morn, 

His  clarion  sounds,  the  braggart  shades  that  boast 
Shut  up,  like  sounds  returned  into  their  horn, 
And  lie  extinguished  there,  till  ghost-time  is  reborn.' 
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CLXXXVI. 

Truth  is  a  unity :  its  complex  lines 

Involve  and  fold  the  human  universe. 
When  Wisdom-light  through  nature-light  forth-shines, 

The  clouds  that  vail  man's  reason  must  disperse. 

All  men  see  Truth ;  most  see  but  by  reverse, 
Save  as  when  transiently  some  struggling  ray 

Burns  through  obstructions:  ever  'tis  the  curse, 
That,  clasped  in  truth's  inversion,  mind  makes  play, 
By  the  inversive  thought  to  search,  delude  and  slay. 


CLXXVII. 

The  wicked  hold  their  truth  as  drowniug  men 

Cling  to  their  spar,  tossed  on  the  dooming  waves. 
In  broideries,  woven  from  Truth's  garment  hem, 

Meet  and  contend  the  tyrants  and  the  slaves. 

One  truth,  miswrought,  Faith's  world-wide  temple  paves; 
Another  makes  the  multitude  its  thrall; 

Another  fires  the  fagots,  opes  the  graves, 
Reddens  the  earth  with  blood  where  martyrs  fall : — 
Light,  through  its  shadow,  weaves  the  universal  pall. 


CLXXXYIII. 

The  kindly  skeptic  holds  a  truth  misstated  : 

There  is  no  God  as  men  their  gods  have  made. 
Nature  was  generated,  not  created. 

Poor  mortals,  they  the  Truth-fire  have  betrayed. 

The  truth-eggs  of  the  Holy  Dove  are  laid 
In  all  the  nests  of  Nature's  feathered  fowl : 

They  hatch,  through  clouds  of  fantasies  displayed. 
Sad,  pious  monk,  gray  in  the  gown  and  cowl, 
His  paradisal  bird  is  feathered  as  an  owl. 
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CLXXXIIL 

6  Within  thy  guarded  chambers,  occulted, 

The  precious  ones,  the  life-givers,  may  steal, 
To  feed  thee  with  the  mercy- wine  and  bread ; 

To  charm  the  senses  in  their  mystic  wheel. 

Await  the  fragrances  their  lips  unseal : 
The  animated  flower  of  Woman's  joy 

Trembles  to  thee,  impatient  to  reveal ; 
But  the  sweet  Nature-breaths,  they  hold  alloy ; 
Death  from  the  putrid  sea  flows  in  them  to  destroy 


CLXXXIV. 

*  Open  the  windows  for  the  breaths  of  morning, 
But  close  them  ere  the  evening-dews  appear. 

God's  hope  moves  with  the  sun  to  wake  forewarning, 
But  the  dark  hours  lead  on  insidious  fear, 
And  Nature  lifts  her  phantasms  to  ancar 

As  enemies  who  storm  the  towers  of  sleep. 
This  is  the  trouble  that  befalls  the  seer ; 

His  pathway  opens  through  the  Nature-deep : 

For  every  gift  he  wins  a  peril  he  must  reap. 


CLXXXV. 

4  Believe  not  in  the  trouble  of  thy  slumbers : 

The  enemies  that  win,  a  stormy  host. 
Are  but  as  sudden  snow  the  roof  that  cumbers. 

This  thing  called  'Evil  '  is  a  wavering  ghost, 

Melting  away  to  the  far  outermost. 
When  the  bold  bird,  the  herald  of  the  morn, 

His  clarion  sounds,  the  braggart  shades  that  boast 
Shut  up,  like  sounds  returned  into  their  horn, 
And  lie  extinguished  there,  till  ghost-time  is  reborn.' 
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CLXXXYI. 

Truth  is  a  unity :  its  complex  lines 

Involve  and  fold  the  human  universe. 
When  Wisdom-light  through  nature-light  forth-shines, 

The  clouds  that  vail  man's  reason  must  disperse. 

All  men  see  Truth ;  most  see  but  by  reverse, 
Save  as  when  transiently  some  struggling  ray 

Burns  through  obstructions:  ever  'tis  the  curse, 
That,  clasped  in  truth's  inversion,  mind  makes  play, 
By  the  inversive  thought  to  search,  delude  and  slay. 


CLXXVIL 

The  wicked  hold  their  truth  as  drowniug  men 

Cling  to  their  spar,  tossed  on  the  dooming  waves. 
In  broideries,  woven  from  Truth's  garment  hem, 

Meet  and  contend  the  tyrants  and  the  slaves. 

One  truth,  miswrought,  Faith's  world-wide  temple  paves; 
Another  makes  the  multitude  its  thrall; 

Another  fires  the  fagots,  opes  the  graves, 
Reddens  the  earth  with  blood  where  martyrs  fall : — 
Light,  through  its  shadow,  weaves  the  universal  pall. 


CLXXXYIII. 

The  kindly  skeptic  holds  a  truth  misstated  : 

There  is  no  God  as  men  their  gods  have  made. 
Nature  was  generated,  not  created. 

Poor  mortals,  they  the  Truth-fire  have  betrayed. 

The  truth-eggs  of  the  Holy  Dove  are  laid 
In  all  the  nests  of  Nature's  feathered  fowl : 

They  hatch,  through  clouds  of  fantasies  displayed. 
Sad,  pious  monk,  gray  in  the  gown  and  cowl, 
His  paradisal  bird  is  feathered  as  an  owl. 
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CLXXXIX. 

Nature  on  Woman,  the  sweet  architect, 

Doubles,  and,  weaving  in  her  blossom-bell, 
Toils  till  the  word-seed  is  involved,  bedecked 

From  all  the  shapes  that  in  her  kingdoms  dwell. 

Cocks  crow,  hens  cackle  round  the  baby-shell : 
Lambs  bleat,  wolves  howl,  the  fierce  wild  instincts  play 

I  was  a  word-seed  and  I  know  right  well, 
As  the  far  memories  wind  me  on  their  way; — 
My  Truth  was  in  its  Good ;  but  Nature  turned  at  bay. 


cxc. 

Thus,  when  the  man  who  hungers  and  who  thirsts 

For  righteousness  begins  the  earthly  battle, 
His  betters  are  encountered  by  the  worsts : 

High  thoughts  divine  whirl  through  the  Nature-tattle ; 

Drums  beat  upon  his  brain,  wild  thunders  rattle. 
Is  he  a  barque?  magnetic  quicksands  draw. 

Free  soul  is  he,  whom  Nature  claims  for  chattel; 
Truth  shines  for  him  through  mystery  and  awe, 
Yet  all  that  shines  is  false,  from  Nature's  point  of  law. 


CXCI. 

Thus  was  it  to  me  in  mine  anxious  youth. 

Here  is  no  evidence  of  things  divine, 
But  by  an  instinct  of  the  Good  of  Truth ; 

Yet  true  and  false  make  miracle  their  sign, 

When  either  s  adepts  touch  the  occult  line. 
The  votary  of  the  vilest  superstition, 

If  but  from  Nature-play  such  gift  untwine, 
May  seal  with  prodigy  his  impious  mission, 
And  lead  the  touch  that  heals  through  hands  that  weave  perdition, 


oxen. 

Faith  occults,  and  the  miracles  will  follow : 
Faith  doubts,  and  then  the  miracles  will  cease. 

Faith  specializes  and  the  shades  that  wallow 
In  outer  darkness,  drawn  to  her,  increase 
Their  substance  from  her  votaries,  and  release 

Their  images  into  the  spectral  wave. 

Gods  shew  by  forms  of  terror  or  of  peace ; 

Martyrs  and  prophets  triumph  o'er  the  grave; 

Illusions  form ;  Faith  sees ;  but  sees  of  what  she  gave. 


CXCIIL 

So  every  Faith  appeals  to  miracle ; 

"Which  proves  the  same  for  every  warring  creed; 
Makes  evidence  for  Zion's  holy  hill, 

But  equally  where  Bel's  great  altars  bleed. 

Nature,  the  sower,  sows  illusion-seed 
In  the  rich  fields  of  the  religious  sense : 

The  priestly  flocks  upon  such  herbage  feed. 
Faith  arms  herself  her  promise  to  dispense, 
Befooled  by  Nature's  arts,  that  scorn  her  impotence 


CXCIV. 

The  spirit  of  a  man  may  cause  impressions, 
But  equally  the  spirit  of  a  thought: 

The  spirit  of  a  man  may  lead  obsessions, 
But  equally  his  shell,  that  drifts  unsought 
Out  of  the  grave, — that  is,  and  yet  is  nought. 

A  Moses,  fashioned  in  some  rabbi's  brain 
Whose  zeal  for  the  mosaic  cultus  wrought, 

May  charm  the  Hebrew  seer's  eyes  again, 

Clad  as  in  glorious  hues  from  the  celestial  plain. 
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oxcv. 

Men  are  the  slaves  of  unrealities, 

And  those  are  most  enslaved  who  theorize, 
And  grasp  for  the  eternal  verities, 

Except  in  practical  self-sacrifice. 

The  life,  the  life,  leads  Truth  into  the  eyes, 
And  weaves  her  concept  through  the  being's  powers, 

Live  paradise !  that  opens  paradise. 
Live  God !  that  opens  God  through  awful  hours : — 
She  is  the  bride  of  God  who  forms  to  God  her  flowers. 


CXCVL 

'Twas  a  grand  seance:  modern  Babylon 

Gave  its  elite  to  form  the  circle  there ; 
And  lofty  ladies,  decollete,  they  shone, 

White-armed  and  bosomed,  bread  and  wine  to  share. 

4 The  Angels'  would  that  mystic  feast  prepare 
And  bring  from  Heaven  the  sacramental  host: 

Gay,  gallant,  witty,  amorous,  debonair, 
They  fared  in  thought  on  miracles  the  most : 
They  pressed  from  lip  to  lip  the  substanced  Holy  Ghost, 


CXCVII. 

Yes,  they  were  Britain's  pampered,  high-born  class ; 

Born  to  such  state  from  Luxury's  fulsome  womb ; 
To  whom  the  People  are  but  as  a  mass 

Of  insects,  toiling  aye  to  feed  their  bloom ; 

Elect  of  God,  saved  from  the  common  doom ; 
Lilies  that  spin  not,  neither  do  they  toil ; 

Planted  to  flourish  o'er  the  People's  tomb; 
Their  roots  gone  down  from  human  lives  to  spoil ; 
Possessors  of  the  Isle;  its  corn  and  wine  and  oil. 
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CXCVIIL 

Thou  devilish  liar,  Aristocracy, 

Nature  lied  for  thee  at  that  sacrament ; 
Yet  some  went  home  to  bless  their  piety, 

ADC!  thank  their  fictioned  god  for  the  event. — 

Beneath  their  windows  the  lost  women  went ; 
The  shameless  men,  like  tigers  raging  far: 

The  poor  lay  famishing  in  Labor's  tent. — 
These  smacked  their  lips;  smiled  as  to  heaven  ajar. — 
Christ,  art  Thou  self-denied?  shone  thus  Thy  morning  star? 


CXCIX- 

I  saw  a  daughter  of  the  people  squat 

Upon  a  vessel  in  the  pauper's  ward, 
And  there  bring  forth  untimely:  it  was  not 

A  laborer's  seed,  but  gotten  of  a  lord ; 

And  he  had  bought  her  for  a  use  abhorred. — 
Comrades  of  him  who  took  his  will  of  her 

Shared  that  last  supper  to  mankind  restored ! 
Daughters  of  Belial,  sons  of  Lucifer, 
Christ's  body  they  do  eat,  carved  in  the  sepulcher. 


CC. 

Christ's  body  they  do  eat,  his  blood  they  drain, 
But  in  the  People's  body,  scourged  by  dearth, 

"Where  Labor  toils,  titanic  in  world-pain, 

Christ  lifts  in  heart  and  hand,  from  morning's  birth 
To  morning's  birth  again :  His  Word  makes  worth : 

Science,  that  multiplies  a  thousand  fold 

The  power  of  labor,  from  His  gift  came  forth: 

His  body-sweat  is  made  all  spice  and  gold. — 

Britain,  thy  titled  hands  Christ's  actual  increase  hold. 
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CCL 

'Tis  Aristocracy  that  prostitutes 

Faith,  made  church-system,  as  in  Britain's  land. 
The  People's  church,  corrupted  to  its  roots, 

Gifts  Christ's  sweet  mouth  to  serve  Iscariot's  hand. 

ISTot  falsely  does  she  proffer  or  command, 
Save  as  her  aristocracies  deny 

Christ's  fellowship,  wrought  in  the  People's  band. 
Enforced  by  state-craft  to  subserve  a  lie, 
She  sees  her  children  fail,  her  inspirations  fly. 


COIL 

Thou  Mother  Church  of  England,  I  was  born 

In  thee,  the  People's  church,  and  claim  the  right. 
Where  thou  art  drugged,  all  drunken  and  forlorn, 

The  wolf  engorged  upon  thy  breast  to  smite ; 

For  I  believe  as  thou  hast  taught  aright, 
Whilst  I  obey  where  thine  obedience  fails. 

Thou  Church,  who  inmostly  art  bridal-white, 
But  outwardly  enwreathed  in  dragon-st'ales, 
Arise,  let  forth,  enshine! — thou  shalt  as  morn  prevails, 


CCIU. 

Dean  Stanley  came  to  me, — a  broad,  brave  thinker, — 
And  with  him  was  an  ancient,  godly  man, 

Twelve  years  in  Bedford  jail  who  lay;  the  tinker 

John  Banyan,  he  who  dreamed  and  wrought  the  plan 
Of  Christian's  Pilgrimage.     He  thus  began, 

Leaning  on  that  dear  comrade's  breast  the  while, 
'I  traveled  through  delightsome  Lilistan, 

And  found  a  kingdom  born  from  Britain's  isle; 

A  kingdom  of  the  heavens ;  nought  enters  to  defile, 
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CCIV. 

'  Now  I  went  journeying  until  I  came 

To  a  bright  river,  somewhat  as  the  Thames. 
There  were  two  lions  clad  in  furry  flame, 

Upon  whose  brows  the  sun  made  diadems. 

They  smelt  me,  truly,  smelt  me  by  their  stems, 
And,  when  my  odor  was  approved,  they  led 

My  way  into  an  alcove  wrought  with  gems. 
A  couch  was  there  with  sacred  blossom  spread, 
And  there  I  saw  asleep  a  Lady  on  her  bed. 


ccv. 

4 She  woke  and  rose,  a-say ing,  'Doctor  Stanley! 

I  dreamed  that  you  were  coming  to  our  Court. 
Methought  I  saw  you,  virtuous  and  manly, 

Led  by  the  lions,  at  my  feet  who  sport : 

I  knew  they  would  not  make  alarm  or  hurt. 
Accept  the  kindness  of  our  Church  and  State/ 

I  vailed  mine  eyes  the  splendor  to  avert, 
As  she  drew  up  full  queenly  and  elate : 
Inly  I  prayed  to  God  for  grace  in  such  sweet  fate. 


CCVI. 

4  Well,  afterward,  you  know,  three  prelates,  godly 
Up  to  high  excellence,  they  came  and  kissed 

With  greetings  apostolical ;  but  oddly, 

Not  the  queen's  hand,  her  sacred  lips  they  blissed, 
Fusing  through  mine  a  white,  delicious  mist, 

So  making  reverence:  I  would  fain  withdraw, 
As  overcome,  unable  to  persist ; 

But  she  sent  forth  a  strength,  in  power  of  awe, — 

,The  Lady  of  the  Land,  the  Beauty  of  its  Law. 
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ccvn. 

i  My  reverend  colleagues,  men  of  lofty  brow, 
Made  kiss-bread  from  their  lips  and  fed  me  so, 

For  I  was  hungered :  surely  it  was  now 

I  saw  red  apples  from  the  queen's  hand  grow : 
She  gave  them  for  us,  joyful  to  bestow: 

So  we  four  parsons  sat  at  table  there. 

Soon,  lifting  wondrously  the  hills  of  snow, 

Her  nipples  touched  the  queen,  and  to  our  fare 

Added  nectareous  milk;  if  so  to  sav  I  dare. 


CCVIII. 

*  Our  eldest  brother,  signaled  by  a  look, 
Approached  a  sacramental  cup  of  gold, 

And  one  of  silver  in  his  hand  he  took. 

Each  cup,  a  living  thing,  drew  for  its  hold 
To  the  queen's  bosom,  as  an  infant  bold. 

When  they  had  filled,  a  prelate,  for  her  gift, 
Drew  nigh, — he  once  was  Bunyan,  I  was  told  ;- 

The  holy  cups  he  bore  with  reverent  lift : 

The  sacred  bosom  then  vailed  o'er  its  snowy  drift. 


CCIX- 

So  we  had  drink,  queen's  milk  and  her  glad  wine : 
We  pledged  each  other  in  the  joy  she  gave. 

A  Serving  Man  came  in  to  aid  us  dine ; 

He  took  my  hand,  and  said,  '  I  was  a  Slave, 
But  here  I  wait  upon  these  prelates  brave.' 

He  waited  on  us:  strange  it  was  and  sweet: 

That  Servant  said,  'I  was  named  'Strong-to-save' 

I  toiled  in  fetters  at  the  People's  feet : 

Now  here  I  serve  for  you  who  sit  for  Me  at  meat.' 
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OCX. 

He  made  for  us  good  cheer,  right  royal  cheer  : 

He  filled  us  for  the  spirit  of  the  feast; 
Then  afterward,  most  like  a  daughter  dear, 

The  queen  sat  for  Him,  from  the  care  released  ; 

Sat  in  His  lap,  by  loveliness  increased, 
Whilst  He  beamed  Fatherly  on  her,  most  kind, 

Until  our  hungry  bosoms  were  appeased.  — 
I  had  so  longed  on  earth  the  Christ  to  find  ! 
Now  here  for  comforting  God's  arm  around  me  twined.' 


CCXI. 

1  change,  I  rise,  in  wreathing  arms  uplifted, 

Leaving  that  Britain  whence  my  blood  was  spilt.  • 

Whence  traitors  came,  who,  through  my  service  gifted 
For  years  of  added  life,  beheld  me  wilt, 
Scorched  by  tlieir  burdens  of  disease  and  guilt; 

Then  wrenched  by  frauds  mine  heritage  away. 
But  God  turns  now  the  sword  from  point  to  hilt. 

'  Forget,  forsake,  forgive ! ' — •!  will  obey. 

Flame  forth,  thou  Bridal  Word;  in  splendors  weave  and  ray. 


CCXII. 

I  turn  from  England,  yet  round  to  it,  ever 

To  Church  and  People :  with  my  life  I  pave 
Tlieir  altar-pathway,  o'er  the  doomsday  river, 

Who  serve  in  savior-worth  the  Strong-to-save. 

Ye  children  of  the  People,  sweet  and  brave, 
My  circling  energies  in  you  make  round. 

Let  us  be  strong!  your  worth  I  do  engrave 
Upon  my  heart  of  hearts,  and  ye  are  bound 
All  in  the  royal  wreath,  where  Lilistan  is  crown od, 
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CCXIII. 

The  wreathing  Seasons,  in  their  heavenly  youth, 

Touch  the  young  summer  on  our  LADY'S  lip, 
And  now  Her  summer  airs  abate  the  drouth 

That  almost  slew  me  in  oppression's  grip. 

God's  honey-bee,  from  blossomings  I  sip, 
That  ope  where  sister-band  is  robed  as  June. 

Like  Yessa's  dove  my  snowy  wings  I  dip 
In  lady-rivers,  where  the  pools  are  strewn 
"With  lilies  of  the  linn,  white  for  the  Mother  Moon, 


CCXIV. 

Out  of  the  sorrows  of  the  evil  Past 

1  versed  for  Woman  all  in  blood-red  line>; 

But  now,  imparadised  in  God,  forecast 

A  glory  from  the  Mother's  Word  that  shines 
For  light  and  lifting,  till  her  being  twines 

In  her  own  commune.     People,  yet  the  Bride, 
She  forms  in  Christ  for  sacramental  shrines : 

Her  bosom  opens,  that  the  streams  may  glide 

For  the  immortal  youth,  where  men  in  heaven  abide. 


ccxv. 

I  entered  Mother  Ohrista's  blossom-bell 

Made  as  a  rnan-babe,  germed  for  new  existence; 

There  baby  Issa  folded  lay  as  well, 

While  her  Word's  outness  made  in  time  persistence 
There  consciousness  was  given  me,  and  distance 

So  gathered  in  that  for  the  earth  and  skies, 
The  luminous  and  constellated  systems, 

The  Mother's  Orb  was  made  my  paradise;— 

A  dew-drop  from  the  Word  that  in  the  blossom  lies. 
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CCXVL 

While  outwardly  I  was  a  weary  toiler, 
Saddest  of  mortals,  burdened  most  of  all; 

Stung  by  the  ingrate,  rifled  by  the  spoiler; 

The  poor  man's  servitor,  the  rich  man's  thrall, 
My  inness  wrought  where  baby  Issa,  small, 

Twined  folded  from  the  lip  to  foot  with  me. 
That  wondrous  womb,  it  was  a  palace  hall; 

There  we,  twin  babes,  drank  of  the  milk  of  glee. — 

She  left  her  bower  the  first;  her  call  makes  melody 


CCXVIL 

M  watch,  I  ward,  I  will !' — 'tis  Issa's  whisper: 

Her  powers  evolve  by  idealities. 
That  blossomed  waist,  as  fragrantly  I  clasp  her, 

Ilises  for  breathing  motions  as  the  seas 

That  tremble  round  the  isled  Hesperides. 
I  live  in  God !  I  live  in  times  before, 

Times  after,  where  the  unborn  heavens  make  glees; 
Yet  outwardly  I  feel  the  billows  roar 
Where  man's  dissolving  wrath  the  cruel  earth  breaks  o'er. 


CCXYIII. 

Strange  'tis  to  wake  from  Earth  into  a  morning 

That  clasps  earth's  darkness  to  its  glowing  breast ; 
To  fold  the  being,  rich  with  life's  adorning, 

In  shadows  that  for  agonies  are  drest ; 

To  journey  from  a  sacred  rapture-rest 
And  imminate  where  sorrows,  crowd  on  crowd, 

Rise  o'er  my  rising,  for  a  thunder  crest, 
Whence  forms  the  sky-en  vail  ing,  shadowing  cloud ; 
And  wraths  and  hatreds  haste,  impetuous,  fierce  and  proud; 
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ccxxv. 

'Let  us  depart!'  forth  from  the  whitening  shells 

Of  human  ruins,  moldering  in  the  graves, 
The  spirits  of  the  bone  disrupt  their  cells  ; 

The  undulating  mist  their  shadow  laves. 

Yea,  through  mankind,  priests,  warriors,  kings  and  slaves, 
The  animated  sprites  that  wrought  the  bone, — 

The  substance  that  man's  earthly  dwelling  paves, — 
Mingle  with  Nature's  utterance;  they  intone, 
'We  will  depart,  we  will!  let  dust  to  dust  be  sown.' 


CCXXVL 

All  houses  where  mankind  has  made  its  nest 
In  woman's  bosom, — each  a  mystic  vase, — 

Are  saturated  from  the  life  that  prest 

To  fill  their  in-shells  from  each  warm  um  brace 
Full  many  an  atomed  world  there  finds  a  place 

The  hand,  made  sensitive,  will  touch  the  wall, 
And  feel  a  populated  mental  space, 

Where  all  that  did  by  day  or  night  befall 

Within  that  home  for  years  lives  by  a  sure  recall, 


CCXXVII. 

All  homes  where  men  have  dwelt  are  animated 

By  tenants  that  escaped  the  mind  and  heart. 
Surely,  mankind !  thy  house  is  desolated ; 

Left  a  void  sepulchre  as  these  depart. 

The  quivering  visions  from  the  floors  up-start : 
From  room  to  room  the  walls  weave  pictured  lines. 

The  wonder-work  of  man's  unconscious  art 
Fades  from  his  palaces  and  glorious  shrines, 
But  winter  in  the  loss  her  cold  white  mist  entwines. 
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CCXXYIIL 

See  how  in  Westminster  the  stone  forth- jets; 

How  like  some  dying  orb  in  crimson  lights ! 
Crowned  warriors  of  the  old  Plantagenets ; 

The  long  Shaksperian  drama  ;  Tudor's  knights ; 

The  Stuart's  Philistines  and  Amorites; 
Cromwell,  the  Ironsides,  and  the  Regicides : 

History  grown  palpable ;  its  word  unites 
Like  colored  morn-mist  on  the  mountain-sides ; 
It  glows, — it  fades, — it  fails, — to  nothingness  it  glides. 


CCXXIX. 

Again  behold !  from  ruined  Athens  leaps 

The  buried  Athens  in  the  marbles  hid ; ' 
For  surely  Nature,  artist,  lover,  keeps 

All  in  man's  art-work  that  she  felt  or  did. 

The  soul  of  that  great  Grecian  doing  slid 
Through  every  stone  that  sculpture  wrought  divine. 

Sank  the  o\d  Morning  'neath  Time's  evening  lid  ? 
Genius,  it  never  dies ! — they  lift,  they  shine ; 
The  god  as  from  the  shore,  the  goddess  o'er  the  brine. 


ccxxx. 

And  ye,  our  Plato  and  our  Pericles ! — 

Ye  who  met  Dian  on  her  mountain-side ; 
Who  sought  vailed  Isis  in  her  mysteries; 

Who  wooed  the  Woman  Wisdom  as  a  bride ; 

Who  said,  '  Let  there  be  Song ! '  and  oped  the  tide 
Whose  founts  woke  warblings  from  the  Mother's  well; — 

Ye  who  made  Greece  immortal ; — ye  who  died 
Barbaric  Asia  and  his  hosts  to  quell ; — 
All  that  your  Genius  wrought,  a  Vision  leaves  her  shell. 
Hi  13 


98  ST  AK-FLO  WERS  . 


CCXXXL 

There  Solomon  lifts  from  his  canticles, — 

The  wise,  crowned  goat;  see,  there  his  image  slips, 

Where  shattered  Zion  from  her  stone  dispels 
The  musky  odor  of  his  odalisques.— 
How  like  a  singing  faun  king  David  skips 

Before  the  ark,  proud  in  the  phallic  dance. — 
Is  Saul  among  the  prophets  ?  from  the  risks 

Of  battle  see  him,  with  the  spear  advance 

To  Abner's  courtly  hand,  or  Zadoc's  priestly  glance. 


CCXXXIL 

All  these  are  nothingness,  but  seeming  real 
As  dying  FalstafPs  vision  of  green  fields ; 

The  ignoble  entwining  the  ideal ; 

The  palm  and  olive  wed  to  swords  and  shields : 
For  now  Eternity  her  weapon  wields, 

And,  as  it  cleaves  the  iron  mask  of  Time, 

Its  brow  dissolves,  while  the  spent  essence  yields 

All  from  its  memory  of  woe  or  crime ; 

Yea,  all  that  wrought  by  song  for  prophecy  sublime. 


CCXXXIII. 

!N  ow  at  the  last  shews  old  Melchizedek, 

The  adept,  patriarch,  prophet,  sheik  and  bard; 
Offering  to  God  round  apples  without  speck, 

Red  lilies,  frankincense  and  myrrh  and  nard ; 

A  reverend  priest ;  his  aspect  kind  regard, 
That  he  may  worship  Jah-Yeh,  "Woman-Man; 

His  brow  serene,  by  many  years  unscarred; 
A  dweller  where  the  clear  small  stream  began, 
Whose  waters  turned  to  blood  when  they  through  Israel  ran, 
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CCXXXIY. 

They  vanish; — so  for  God  the  One-in-Twain, 

The  pageantry  of  palace,  mart  and  shrine, 
That  make  this  frail  mankind  so  gaily  vain, 

Shall  dwindle  soon,  leaving  no  trace,  no  sign. 

Grape  of  the  Earth,  holding  man's  past  for  wine, 
See,  it  is  oozing  through  time's  bleeding  skin. — 

The  Muse, — she  touched  her  flowing  lips  to  mine : 
She  said,  '  Enough !  the  song  for  bliss  I  win : 
The  shadows  glimmer  forth ;  they  fail ;  but  Hearts  glide  in.' 


ccxxxv. 

The  vast  time-scripture  formed  about  the  "Word, 

The  time-geist,  memory-soul  and  memory-form, 
Where  deeds  unerringly  their  scroll  record, 

Dissolves  at  last,  as  in  a  flying  storm. 

It  leaves  the  globe,  that  man  did  so  deform, 
All  purged  and  perfumed  as  some  holy  place. 

Dear  Issa  touched  my  shoulder,  kindly  warm  : 
She  said,  '  Now  Lilistan  will  find  her  space, 
And  soon  the  Beautiful  weave  here  her  form  of  grace.' 


12. 


A     SONG     OF    ISSA  . 


Did  I  not  stoop  to  capture  ? 
Shall  I  not  lift  to  rapture, 
Drawn  through  the  visioning  old-time, 
That  faded  long  ago  ? 
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Sorrows  shall  find  repayment, 
When,  from  my  flowing  raiment, 
I  loosen  the  orbs  of  the  fold-time 
And  lighten  the  stars  that  glow 


Surely  I  stoop  to  kindle 
Songs  on  the  lyre  that  dwindle. 
Beauty  is  made  niy  dwelling 

And  beauty  thy  life  shall  know. 
Soon  through  the  liquid  measures 
I  glide  by  a  Form  of  Pleasures; — 
Now,  for  a  sure  foretelling, 

Heap  violets  o'er  the  snow. 


Sweetly  we  played  together, — 
Babes  in  the  golden  weather ; 
The  bloom-bell  of  our  Mother 

Was  made  for  Lilimo'. 
Sweetly  we  kissed  and  courted  : 
Loves  in  Her  Heart  that  sported 
They  spun  through  each  to  the  other  ; — 

Fashioned  the  lyre  and  bow. 


Now  to  the  outness  flying, 

We  speed  for  the  doom  and  dying. 

Drink  of  the  milky  river ; 

Taste  of  the  bliss-in-woe. 
Fold,  for  thy  Muse  embraces ; 
Fill  from  her  gift  thy  spaces : 
Summer  is  singing  ever 

Sweet  where  my  lips  bestow. 
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13. 


EMILY  . 

Here  where  she  lay  for  lingering  hours, 

With  death's  pale  lilies  crowned, 
Till  through  her  eyes  the  sunset  showers 

Dissolved  the  shade  they  found ; 
From  holiest  airs  my  songs  illume 

A  wreath,  all  sil ver- white ; 
Our  Emmie,  all  in  heaven  a-bloom, 

Becomes  a  bride  to-night. 


Sweet  soul,  whose  sweetness  here  was  made, 

For  all  it  would  bestow, 
A  light  in  shado wings  arrayed, 

A  bliss  of  love-in- woe, 
She  finds  in  Lilistan  her  gift ; 

She  blossoms  for  his  arms, 
Even  as  God's  garden-lilies  lift, 

Robed  from  our  Lady's  charms. 


Blessed  our  dead !  in  Christa's  Lord 

She,  vailed  from  vision,  passed. 
The  blossom  of  the  Bridal  Word 

Reveals  her  form  at  last. 
Sweet  heart!  with  joy  thy  life  brims  o'er, — 

No  more  a  bliss-in-woe, — 
And  thou  art  blest,  yea,  evermore, 

For  Love,  in  Lilimo'. 
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CCXXXVL 

Subjects  who  take  no  practical  delight 

In  manly  toil,  as  gift  or  use  demands, 
May  hold,  perchance,  the  instinct  of  the  Eight, 

As  the  lad's  purpose  in  the  infant's  hand ; 

But  they,  despite,  must  perish  from  the  land, 
When  the  Great  Mother  gathers  up  Her  own : 

For  the  attractions  of  Her  mercy-wand 
Draw  to  the  bosoms  of  the  brave  alone, 
Who  in  the  common  good  innerve  and  form  their  own. 


CCXXXVIL 

I -met  an  adept,  styled  cthe  Mercy-master,' 

He  said,  '  Behold  the  fishes  in  the  pool : 
If  one  casts  in  an  herb  that  works  disaster, 

Up  turn  the  bellies  of  the  'shining  school. 

Thus  with  the  learned  man,  as  to  use  a  fool : 
His  fixed  instincts,  that  will  not  revise, 

Grow  finny  tribes  within  his  fluids  cool, 
That  for  the  death-bait  in  the  doomsday  rise; 
Then  like  the  silly  fish  they  feed,  and  so  he  dies. 


CCXXXYIII. 

; Brave  hearts  and  practical,  who  never  shrink; 

Who  meditate,  but  ever  lift  and  bear; 
Who  grasp  the  Word-force  by  the  faith  of  work, 

For  such  alone  the  doomsday  Fates  prepare 

First  rest,  then  victory.     In  the  nectared  air, 
That  all  the  senses  crave  and  all  inspire, 

The  speculative  minds,  that  will  not  wear 
The  lustrous  raiment  of  aromal  fire, 
That  Goddess  Helia  weaves,  will  gasp  till  life  retire. 
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6  In-thought,  begetting  action,  that  is  well, 

The  social  man  his  social  orb  to  fit : 
But  one  may  tentatively  ride  or  dwell 

Where  social  brotherhoods  at  table  sit, 

And  think  their  faith,  yet  with  the  wasters  flit. 
They  who  for  day-dreams  shun  the  implements, 

Moths  round  our  Mother's  candle,  end  for  it; 
They  vanish  in  the  fire  of  the  events, 
Like  wandering  Arabs  who  for  morning  strike  their  tents. 


CCXL. 

k  Look  near  you  to  the  kindly  great  and  small ; 

Their  brows  with  gold-sweat  from  the  labors  crowned ; 
Their  pulses  in  the  social  festival: 

Turn  to  your  own  their  hearts,  by  round  in  round : 

Respond  to  measures  of  their  march  profound, 
That  adepts  lead  from  Adonai's  band. 

Our  motion  smites  the  sluggard,  as  the  hound : 
The  motions  woven  from  God's  pleasure- wand 
Make  for  the  reign  of  law,  to  cleanse  from  sloth  the  land. 


CCXLI. 

'Most  tender,  gentle,  courteous,  pitiful 

Our  Lady  of  the  Stroke !  where  dullards  dream, 

Making  their  action  never  rhythmical, — 

Their  path  like  summer  flies  above  the  stream, 
That  dart  and  flutter  in  the  evening's  beam, — 

She  is  Herself  as  the  Divine  I-Must. 

Where  She  distills  the  element  supreme, 

Souls  whom  the  dream  and  reverie  incrnst 

By  their  own  loss  receive  the  summons  *  dust  to  dust,' 
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CCXLII. 

1  She,  the  Divine  I-Must,  the  All-Impartial, 

In  whom  economy  is  absolute, 
Moves  in  the  vortices  the  winds  that  marshal, 

To  shake  the  world-tree  free  from  blighted  fruit : 

Her  searchings  penetrate  into  the  root 
Of  character,  of  structure  and  its  dress ; 

And  those  shall  fail  as  lovers  in  their  suit, 
That  seek  in  vain  the  longed-for  lips  to  press, 
Who  draw  not  God  by  hands  that  clasp  the  Loveliness.' 


CCXLI1L 

Thou,  Labor !  thou  art  beautiful  to  me, 

Forever  beautiful:  my  years  made  measure 
In  battles  for  thy  noblest  liberty ; 

For  People's  worth,  its  wealth  and  restful  pleasure. 

In  the  vast  fields  of  the  celestial  azure 
Ever  I  sought  the  crowned  Arch-Laborer's  rod. 

In  depths  where  occult  ages  hide  their  treasure ; 
On  hights  where  heroes  battled  while  they  trod, 
For  Labor  I  have  toiled :  my  goal  is  Labor's  God. 


CCXLIV. 

Ever  I  looked  for  GOD  in  Labor's  van  ; 

I  sang  of  Christ  the  Artisan,  and  set 
His  labor-gospel,  aye  since  youth  began, 

Against  the  creed  of  torch  and  bayonet. 

Now,  if  I  struggle  from  the  time-tide,  wet 
As  young  Leander  to  his  Hero,  still 

She,  my  sweet  Laboress,  her  lips  flow  yet 
With  labor's  holy  wine  my  lips  to  thrill : 
Her  preciousness  in  song  forms  all  by  labor-will, 
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CCXLY. 

Yes,  Indolence  and  day-dream,  though  they  mirror 

From  many  truths  an  outline  vague  and  large, 
Weave  human  life  in  the  essential  error: 

They  dabble  in  the  waters  at  the  marge; 

They  grasp  at  foam-bells  from  the  shining  surge; 
They  roll  the  round,  white  pebbles  on  the  strand: 

Perchance  with  visioned  eyes  they  glimpse  the  barge 
That  bears  the  Christ-Columbus  to  the  land : — 
Half  witlings,  they  but  seek  for  baubles  from  his  hand. 


CCLXYI. 

He  brings  no  baubles !  hearts  that  rise  to  burn 

He  leads  to  burning;  made  as  solid  fire 
Of  character,  indomitably  firm, 

To  sweep  the  chords  where  Labor  strings  the  lyre. 

Dreamer  and  dawdler  meet  Him  to  expire. 
In  just  mankind  He  sets  the  turning  wheel. 

They  whose  swift  feet,  sweet  lives,  involve  the  choir 
Of  sister-bands  that  for  His  glance  reveal, — 
They  only  meet  the  lips  that  for  the  Life  enseal. 


CCLXYII. 

Splenda  was  sweet  as  peaches  dipped  in  honey : 
Language  dropped  from  her  by  a  charming  guile 

'  The  common  people  sometimes  cry  for  money,' 
So  she  gave  pence  with  condescendent  smile: 
No  smirch  her  lustrous  raiment  might  defile  : 

Her  prayer-book  shewed  the  dint  of  jewelled  rings. 
It  shocked  her  culture  and  aroused  her  bile 

To  hear  of  labor-priests  and  labor-kings. — 

At  her  the  Artisan  his  shoe  for  doomsday  flings. 
iiiU 
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CCXLYIIL 

Came  Issa,  my  God's-peimy.  'It  was  Father' 

She  said,  'who  shewed  theo  where  He  made  the  shoe; 
But  now  He  will  make  Shoe-time  and  will  gather 

The  guild  in  social  fashion,  to  pursue 

The  art-work  of  the  cordwainersr  undo 
The  violet  sandals  of  this  Muse,  and  see, 

In  a  girl's  foot,  warm  outline, — may  be  two. 
Yes,  in  the  feet  that  tread  the  round  with  thee 
Find  images  of  shoes,  in  fashion  yet  to  be. ' 


14. 

FLEDGELINGS. 

"Why  should  we  waste  and  weep  ? 

The  Summers  weave 
A  nest  of  blossoms  deep. 

Sad  hearts,  why  grieve  ? 
We  downy  birdlings  are 

Unfledged  for  flight : 
God's  love-wind  woos  afar; 

Its  name  Delight. 

From  arcades  vast  and  dim 

"What  songs  disthrall? 
Through  Nature's  endless  hymn, 

Our  kindred  call. 
Mysterious  murmurings, 

"When  night  is  lone, 
Glide,  as  to  lift  our  wings 

For  flights  unknown. 
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In  melody  we  form ; 

By  sweetness  fill : 
For  gladness,  pure  and  warm, 

Our  bosoms  thrill. 
Soon  shall  our  choiring  bands, 

Upborne  for  glee, 
Find  in  God's  garden  lands 

Their  bridal  tree. 

Eternity  prepares 

Her  gift  in  Time, 
And  flows  by  fragrant  airs 

That  lead  the  prime. 
Chill  shadows  touch  the  eyes ; 

Their  orbs  are  wet; 
But  God  shall  for  us  rise, 

When  stars  have  set. 


15. 


ISSAJ    LADY     OF    THE     SHOE. 

It  was  the  Lady  of  the  Shoe 

Her  fragrant  sandals  bade  undo : 

She  loosed  rich  tresses,  golden-brown, 

Beneath  the  star-lit  violet  crown. 

They  wreathed  her  so  from  brow  to  sole, 

All  as  a  splendid  aureole. 

It  was  the  Lady  of  the  Shoe ; 
'Twas  Issa,  formed  in  Lily-Sue. 
She  touched  the  lips  and  I  began 
To  pipe  and  tune  as  ancient  Pan; 
All  as  a  wood-god  blithely  born, 
With  reedy  flute  and  rustic  horn. 
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I  entered  occult  Nature  so, 
By  sacred  paths  of  long  ago ; 
What  time  the  Violet  City  won 
High  splendors  from  the  Parthenon ; 
What  time  the  Grecian  Muse  made  call ; 
When  tripods  graced  Apollo's  hall; 
When  dryads  charmed  the  woodland  tree, 
And  lovers  lipped  in  Arcady. 

I  folded  so  in  Nature's  guise, 
Divine  yet  elemental- wise ; 
The  incarnation  of  a  Truth, 
Made  beautiful  in  Nature's  youth. 
I  tasted  as  the  fountain  felt, 
When  the  cold  flood  began  to  melt, 
And  warm  with  spiceries  to  glide, 
While  the  coy  nymph  was  made  a  bride. 

16. 

ARIEL     AND     LADY     PINE. 

I  kissed  the  lips  of  the  Laughing  Water : 

She  sang  in  her  summer  glee. 
I  followed  my  Love, — as  the  south  wind  caught  her  ;- 

She  formed  as  a  forest  tree. 

I  wove  by  my  airs  in  her  fragrant  tresses, — 
The  Muse,  who  was  made  the  Pine ; — 

The  spicy  breaths  of  the  wildernesses 
Exhaled  from  her  buds  divine : 

But  I,  like  Ariel,  soon  was  woven : 

She  drew  me  deep  in  her  charms; 
I  entered  the  path  that  her  lips  had  cloven, 

And  slept  in  my  Pine  Tree's  arms. 
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17. 
NEEDLE-GIRLS. 

Militarism  ends  its  reign  forever. — 

Hark!  'tis  the  Fine  Tree  sin^s. 

O 

Lord  Christ  baptizes  Labor  in  Love's  river. — 
List !  for  blithe  Ariel  wings. 

The  solitary  places,  lo,  they  gladden ! 

White  feet,  with  violets  shod, 
Trip  where  the  needle  girls  overwearied  sadden 

From  their  sweet  hearts  to  God. 

Hush,  hearts !  be  not  disquieted,  but  treasure 

The  Young  Man,  Yessa's  groom, 
Who  calls  you  garden-girls,  to  serve  Her  pleasure, 

And  mantle  for  Her  bloom. 


Bind  your  rich  locks  with  hopes  of  sweetest  odor; 

Lift  your  white  breasts  from  grief: 
The  Labor-Queen  stoops  low,  for  gifts  that  load  Her  ;- 

The  Lady  of  Belief. 


If  She  finds  one  of  you,  a  little  sister, 

Pallid,  as  with  no  breasts, 
Sure  She  will  imminate  till  lips  have  kissed  her, 

Where  Young  Man  Jesus  crests. 


Sad  hearts,  decembered  from  life's  perished  maying, 

Pale  needle-girls  forlorn, 
Your  casements  open  for  the  sun-beams  playing, 

From  Jesus  in  the  Morn. 

. 
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CCXLIX. 

Combine,  condense,  conspire,  control,  complete! 

Life  is  a  problem  of  the  unities: 
The  Christ-descent  occurs  where  all  things  meet 

O 

That  form  on  earth  the  order  of  the  skies. 

Our  Lord  moves  in  concurrent  sympathies : 
Had  these  formed  to  Him  He  had  come  before, 

Made  in  America  His  paradise, 
And,  where  the  British  lion  ramped  and  tore, 
Raised  the  red  passion-cross,  aflame  from  shore  to  shore. 


CCL. 

Great  Britain  ?  greatest  harlot !  from  the  first 

She  stung  this  new  world  with  the  venomed  old. 
The  egg  of  Spain's  dominion  did  she  burst  ? 

A  viperous  seed  she  made  that  shell  to  hold ; 

A  viperous  wrath  she  from  its  concave  rolled. 
Spain  spoiled  the  Indies :  Britain,  she  spoiled  Spain. 

Opened  the  slave-trade  that,  with  war- ships  bold? 
This  opened  trade-ways  to  the  orient  main; 
Bribed,  bullied,  bought  and  stole,  the  Planet's  wealth  to  gain. 


CCLI. 

If  Spain  was  Moloch  mixed  with  Belial, 
Britain  was  Mammon  fired  by  Lucifer. 

Freedom,  that  fled  far  from  the  Stuart's  thrall ; 
Freedom  that  cleft  her  brazen  sepulchre, — 
Britain  with  slave-fleets  followed  after  her ; 

Made  the  free  western  soil  to  swarm  with  slaves. 
Freedom,  the  colonist-artificer! 

Britain  beat  on  her  breast  by  all  her  waves; 

America's  young  life  she  poisoned  from  her  graves. 
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Most  insolent  of  States  that  ever  grew, 

The  world's  huge  bully  and  its  buccaneer, 
Britain  pierced  young  New  England  through  and  through ; 

Made  law  a  menace,  loyalty  a  fear. 

Dear  to  all  faith  and  to  all  memory  dear 
The  fathers,  mothers  of  this  western  realm; 

They  an  industrial  empire  sought  to  rear: 
The  Secret  Goddess,  'rayed  in  shield  and  helm, 
'Twas  she  whom  Britain  felt  and  sought  to  overwhelm. 


CCLIII. 

Two  Christs  there  are,  the  real  and  fictitious. 

The  real  Jesus  is  the  People's  Man : 
The  fictioned  shade,  enslaving,  meretricious, 

His  thought,  his  purpose,  fierce  in  Britain  ran ; — 

The  christ  who  crowns  not  in  the  artisan ; 
Whom  armies,  navies,  own  for  power  and  pride ; 

Who  by  the  church  and  state  evolves  a  plan, 
That  pirate  Aristocracies  may  ride 
Triumphant  on  the  floods  that  Labor's  gore  has  dyed. 


CCLIY. 

The  Church  a  stage-play  with  the  priests  for  players; 

The  State  a  law-lord  for  the  Pilfering  Class, 
The  labor-thieves,  the  man  and  woman  slayers, 

The  devotees  of  venery,  dice  and  glass; 

Where  the  king's  harlots  titled  wealth  amass, 
And  royal  bastards  wear  the  ducal  crown  ; 

And  to  king's  concubines  the  levites  pass 
Reverent,  with  bags  of  guineas  laden  down, 
To  purchase  mitred  thrones  and  fardels  of  renown; 
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CCLY. 

Pali !  'tis  a  stench,  the  rottenness  of  rot. 

In  tyranny  for  slavery  she  grew, 
Till  martyr's  blood  shews  through  her,  spot  by  spot, 

All  reddened  upward  from  the  People's  shoe. 

Sweet  Issa  said,  'My  Father  toiled  as  yon; 
Through  yon  He  toiled ;  in  yon  Toil's  Word  declares. 

Our  Father  the  long  ages  did  pursue, 
When  Britain  thought  Him  throned  for  priestly  prayers, 
Bearing  the  People's  grief,  bound  in  the  People's  cares. 


CCLYI. 

6  You  saw  my  foot;  the  outlines  for  it  woven, 

In  my  divine  heredity  proceeding: 
The  labor-pain,  where  Father's  feet  are  cloven, 

Made  pictures  of  the  foot-shoe,  pierced  and  bleeding: 

It  was  a  sacred  scripture  you  were,  reading. 
See !  if  your  Issa  shewed  the  outlines  all, 

The  labor-feet  of  men,  of  women  pleading, 
Groaning  from  desecration,  want  and  thrall, 
Would  grow  to  shape  a  grief,  vast  as  the  planet's  ball. 


CCLYII. 

4 Britain  talks  piety,  the  impious! 

Talks  honor,  sweating  in  dishonor's  bed ; 
Talks  courtesy, — brutal,  discourteous ; 

Talks  gifts,  from  specious  lips  on  plunder  fed; 

Talks  Jesus ! — Britain  would  strike  Jesus  dead, 
Came  He,  the  People's  Man,  warm  for  delight 
.    Of  gifts  to  bring  the  world's  new  bridalhead. — 
Britain  would  turn  upon  Him  with  a  spite 
As  Lucifer,  came  He  to  urge  the  Woman's  Eight. 
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CCLYIII. 

'  A  Caste  that  lives  upon  the  People's  bread 
"Weaves  its  own  doom,  and  perishes  at  last. 

You  saw  me  spinning  from  a  ball  of  thread 
Over  Victoria:  woven  lines  are  cast 
That  grow  to  form  a  net  of  chains,  the  brassed 

Plutocracy  for  doomsday  binding  in. 

The  golden  locusts  Britain's  field  devast ; 

They  riot  while  the  autumn  of  their  sin     , 

Whirls  to  the  equinox,  and  now  the  storms  begin. ' 


18. 

ISSA  I     ADVANCE. 

'  Forth  from  the  Labor  Prison, 
See  how  my  songs  have  risen. 
Father  is  coming  sweetly, 

Found  in  the  common  man ; 
Leading  by  social  order 
Woman,  the  dear  rewarder; 
Lifting  His  own  completely 

Over  the  strife  and  ban. 


6  She  of  the  fire-red  chalice, 
She  of  the  diamond  palace, — 
Mother  is  coming  metely; 

She  of  the  whirlwind  fan  : 
Airs  of  Her  breath  make  pleasure, 
Folding  the  orb  to  measure: 
Hours  that  wing  so  fleetly 

Shew  of  the  mighty  plan. 
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'  Brief ening  is  the  bale-time : 
Hastening  is  the  vail-time : 
Joys  in  the  heart  make  warning ; 

Blisses  from  mine  that  ran. 
Lights  of  the  higher  arches 
Lift  for  the  nobler  marches. 
Loosen  the  song  for  morning, 

Son  of  the  Artisan !  ' 


19. 

EMMIE:    THE    BRIDE. 

We  robed  her  shade  in  loveliest  flowers, 
With  prayers  we  laid  it  down, 

To  rest  for  sweet  and  sacred  hours 
Beneath  Night's  violet  crown. 


All  day  the  song-birds  o'er  it  thrill. 
And  pansied  wreaths  make  bloom, 

And  clustering  roses  there  distill ; — 
More  bridal  bed  than  tomb. 


She  who  kept  here  the  holy  tryst 

For  Saviorhood  so  long ; 
She  whose  pure  lip  for  passion  kist ; 

Lisping  the  Bride's  new  song ; 

She  who  to  Christ  for  Bridegroom  gave 
Her  woman's  wealth  of  pearls, 

We  hail  her  now,  high  o'er  the  grave, 
Bride  midst  the  savior-girls : 


STAR-FLOWERS. 


And  she  is  clad  in  purest  white ; 

Pure  lilies,  one  with  them ; 
And  on  her  brow  the  Lord's  delight 

Makes  wifely  diadem. 


Eternity  and  Time,  they  mix 
So  wondrous  in  our  ways, 

That  Love's  red  passion-crucifix 
E'en  o'er  the  tomb  arrays : 


And  Christ  the  Lord  so  forms  in  ours 
By  gifts  of  sacred  breath, 

That  fragrance  from  His  passion-flowers 
Dissolves  the  mist  of  death. 


Our  Emmie  with  the  wifely  ring, 
The  bride-crown  on  her  brow ; 

Her  joys  in  ours  make  blossoming: 
'Tis  Emmie-Lily  now. 


CCLIX. 

I  enter  now  the  violet  silver-ray, 

And  through  it  penetrate  where  passion-gold 
Forms  from  the  Bridal  "Word  for  morn  of  day; 

Where  sacred  Lilistan,  all  social-bold, 

The  People's  bosomed  chalice  lifts,  to  hold 
The  airs  and  odors  of  enkindling  prime. 

They  wear,  in  shoes  of  labor,  powers  untold : 
Eternity  is  made  their  blissing-time. 
Formed  there  what  social  band  ?  God's  Womanhood  sublime. 
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CCLX. 

Formed  there  what  queenly  wand  and  diadem? 

Woman  in  Savior-bliss  wins  other  style 
Than  from  earth's  light  weaves  loveliness  for  them; 

Beauty  thrice  glorious  for  the  Savior-smile, 

In  whose  warm  passion-seas  God's  joys  in  isle. 
Woman  below,  howe'er  supreme  in  bloom, 

Met  by  such  loveliness  withouten  guile, 
Shews,  as  compared,  like  Emmie's  pansied  tomb, 
With  Emmie-Lily  now,  transfigured  o'er  the  doom. 


CCLXI. 

It  was  the  daughter  of  the  Shoemaker ! 

She  drew  a  silvery  riband  from  her  knee, 
Saying,  £  Brave  Sweetheart,  I  do  so  confer 

Love's  order  of  the  garter  upon  thee : 

For  there  is  knighthood  in  eternity. 
Evil  to  him  who  evil  thinks,'  she  said ; 

'  Now  I  will  tell  you,  sharp  and  suddenly 
Forth  from  this  ribboned  wreath  a  power  is  led, 
Sharp  as  a  two-edged  sword,  to  pierce  the  quick  and  dead. 


CCLXH. 

'  The  regal  tyrant,  profligate,  and  martyr 

To  his  own  lusts,  the  sex  dishonoring, 
Shall  find  the  Coming  Man,  made  as  a  carter, 

Armed  with  the  doom- whip  for  his  pleasuring; 

And  he  will  smite,  death  in  that  lash  for  sting, 
To  such  regalities,  such  dukes  and  earls, 

Girt  with  the  noble  order, — those  who  bring 
Grief  to  the  Mother's  knees,  who  pierce  Her  girls, 
And  germ  by  lust  their  snakes  in  woman's  passion-pearls. 
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CCLXIII. 

1  Evil  to  him  who  evil  thinks,  and  is ! 

My  Father  loves  my  Mother  in  Her  maids, 
And  each  endearment  from  Her  holy  bliss 

Becomes  a  sword-whip  all  as  wavering  blades. 

Her  marriage-wrath  has  risen  in  Him :  it  shades 
I  see  the  doom- will  forming  on  His  brow. 

The  gartered  plunderers  have  made  their  raids 
Upon  the  Mother's  kingdom  long,  and  now 
Unto  the  uttermost  Her  coming  will  avow. 


CCLXIV. 

i  I  take  this  riband  from  you ;  it  has  left 

Upon  your  knee  a  silvered  image-line. 
O  girls,  my  girls,  my  sweet,  by  woes  bereft 

Of  innocence  and  all  it  makes  divine, 

Changing  your  nectar  into  wormy  brine, — 
Knights  shall  be  gartered  to  you  in  your  need, 

E'en  as  I  filled  my  Lover  from  the  pine: 
My  Father's  life  shall  enter  where  ye  bleed: 
God  shall  be  in  you  all,  through  gartered  knights,  for  seed. 


CCLXY. 

1  And  ye  shall  bear  blithe  girls  and  glorious  boys ; 

While  your  warm  bosoms  thrill  and  palpitate 
For  mother-milk,  whereby  nectareous  joys 

Shall  wet  your  nipples  for  such  babes  elate. 

Make  glee,  make  glee,  my  girls,  my  desolate ! 
Ye  future  mothers  of  the  godlike  race. 

The  blossom-bell  shall  orb,  to  round  the  state 
Of  Time's  new  empire,  where,  for  gifts  of  place, 
Woman  earth's  labor-knee  with  gartered  gift  shall  grace.' 
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CCLXVI. 

Apologize  who  will  for  christiauism, 

Whose  skilful  masters  keep  the  earth  a  hell, 

And,  with  an  impious  and  vain  baptism, 
Dip  womanhood  in  Lust's  unholy  well, 
And  consecrate,  by  mass  and  book  and  bell, 

The  profligate  for  his  accursed  rite ; 
Still  an  excuse  must  find  the  Inlidel ; 

He  sees  this  truth  in  Wisdom's  orient  light, 

Never  is  found  the  God  in  absence  of  the  Eight 


CCLXVIL 

Still  he  affirms  '  No  God ! '  howe'er  in  seeming 

Of  priestly  artifice  or  kingly  span ; 
No  God  in  any  scroll,  with  splendor  gleaming, 

That  scorns  the  rights  of  woman  or  of  man ; 

No  miracle,  save  in  the  ordered  plan 
Of  lawT,  most  absolute  and  most  divine ; 

No  God  in  any  creed  that  sets  the  ban 
On  intellectual  liberty,  the  shrine 
Where  Truth  reveals  her  beams,  through  human  worth  to  shine. 


CCLXVIII. 

Few  men  believe,  though  many  think  they  do : 

The  veriest  sceptics  are  those  robed  in  lawn, 
Who  God's  work  in  these  ages  ravel  through 

On  fictioned  warrants  of  the  seons  gone. 

Jehovah  in  their  faith  from  Sinai  shone, 
Or  for  old  Israel  sundered  Jordan's  flood, 

Or  smote  the  powers  of  ancient  Babylon ; 
But  in  the  modern  Babylon  hath  stood 
Killing  by  impious  feet  dipped  all  in  Labor's  blood. 
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CCLXIX. 

Their  Christ  is  but  a  Golden  Pharisee, 

A  pious,  dignified  aristocrat, 
Who  sits  enthroned  in  eternity 

O'er  many  a  bishop's  mitre,  cardinal's  hat ; 

Inspiring  prelates  thence,  who  on  the  fat 
Of  the  world's  labor  feed  their  hungry  host. 

He  would  have  men  made  moral  and  all  that. — 
For  all  the  Christ  wherein  such  atheists  boast, 
Satan  their  monarch  is,  and  lust  their  holy  ghost. 


CCLXX. 

What  wonder  there  are  infidels,  when  Christ 

Is  made  to  be  for  Lucifer  a  steed, 
Whereon  he  rides  o'er  Peoples  martyrized  ? 

If  this  be  god, .who  leads  the  wolves  to  feed 

From  bodies  of  the  people  where  they  bleed, 
Up,  knights,  sound  trumpets,  set  the  lance  at  rest ! 

The  god  of  tyranny  and  fraudful  greed, 
This  fictioned  Master,  let  him  do  his  best 
Or  worst,  yet  we  abhor  and  scorn  his  rule  unblest. 


CCLXXI. 

'  Jehovah-Jesus ! '  list  the  droning  psalm, 

From  '  little  bethels,'  grim  conventicles, 
Where  greasy  shopkeepers  in  Sunday  calm 

Pore  o'er  the  Jewish  raids  and  canticles ; 

And  purse  their  bosoms  from  all  luscious  smells, 
As  the  complacent  egoist  delights ; 

And  shun  the  sulphurous  vapors  of  the  hells ; 
And  nerve  their  souls  for  Mammon's  week-day  fights  ;- 
The  sacred  middle-class,  whom  god  by  gain  requites. 
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CCLXXII. 

Not  'gainst  the  Faith,  but  Faith's  impiety, 

Do  virtuous  thinkers  who  abhor  a  lie, 
Whose  souls  recoil  from  fraud  and  tyranny, 

Urge  fiery  words  from  hearts  that  almost  die ; 

And  when  He  cometh  who  is  drawing  nigh, 
In  Savior-life  that  renovates  mankind, 

Such  infidels  will  burst,  with  many  a  sigh 
Of  sweet  relief,  the  manacles  that  bind 
The  manhood,  whilst  their  powers  live  all  in  Christ  enshrined. 


CCLXXIII. 

I  set  my  foot  upon  a  rocking  stone, 

For  I  had  trusted  in  a  great  man's  word; 
Upon  his  knightly  honor  I  had  gone. 

Safer  had  been  to  trust  a  rotten  cord ; 

Safer  the  pit  below  the  water-ford. 
From  this  same  trusting  iny  life's  work  had  failed, 

But  for  plain  men,  plain  women,  who  restored 
My  footing;  who  held  on  arid  never  quailed. — 
The  Martyred  Lord  in  this  the  martyr  man  prevailed. 


CCLXXIY. 

t  Put  not  thy  trust  in  princes : '  I  did  trust : 

God  trusted  in  me,  seeking  by  my  call 
To  lift  him  in  the  Labor-Word  from  lust, 

And  pride,  and  all  the  horrors  that  enthrall: 

To  robe  him  for  the  marriage  festival: 
But  there  is  no  trust  in  them ;  they  have  fed 

On  People's  milk  so  long  it  turns  to  gall 
And  bitterness;  from  chapel,  board  and  bed, 
They  fill  with  the  Untruth:  that  dies,  and  they  are  dead. 
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CCLXXY. 

Sweet  Issa  drew  a  stay-lace ;  '  I  unloose,' 

She  said,  'my  boddice-wealth  into  thy  arms. 
Write  from  it  thou;  it  served  an  envious  use, 

Yet  think  not  thou  shalt  feel  but  glimmering  charms. 

My  Mother  brought  me  forth  in  time's  alarms, 
Through  earthly  womanhood's  pale  disarray, 

'Twill  guide  thee,  from  the  altars  to  the  farms.' — 
Be  thou,  O  God!  my  strength;  be  Thou  my  stay. 
I  touch,  through  Issa's  line,  dear  woman's  rural  way. 


CCLXXYI. 

The  cottage  homes  of  England,  they  are  sweet, 

Yet  they  are  perishing ;  one  solid  curse 
From  base  Plutocracy  is  fixed  complete: 

No  bride-bed  but  is  poisoned  from  the  hearse; 

No  good  but  is  enshrouded  in  the  worse. 
The  better  Britain  lives,  but  weak  and  small. 

Peers  of  the  blood,  the  bar,  the  press,  the  purse, 
Make  the  great  Empire  as  the  augean  stall: 
The  household  lars  depart,  the  cottage  altars  fall. 


CCLXXYIL 

In  these  last  hours  the  Best  and  Worst  have  met: 

Cromwell  and  Charles  cross  occult  blades  again. 
Sad  Britain's  heart,  pierced  as  with  bayonet, 

Bleeds  from  the  sea-wall  to  the  inland  glen. 

Like  the  scared  wild-bird,  rising  from  the  fen, 
Fain  would  the  kindly  good  take  wings  to  fly : 

But  Washington  is  there,  with  Cromwell's  men, 
Who  fought  old  fields  for  People's  liberty: 
They  cheer  through  woman's  heart  by  secret  fires  that  ply. 
iii  16 
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CGLXXYIII. 

We  see  the  vast  and  stately  funeral 

Of  kingcraft,  statecraft,  priestcraft  coming  on  : 
Bearers  approach  clad  all  for  festival. 

Woe  to  the  scarlet  whore  of  Babylon ! 

For  from  the  Mother's  hands  shall  fall  a  stone, 
A  crystal  stone,  formed  all  of  woman's  tears : 

'Twill  multiply,  'twill  break  where  griefs  have  gone, 
Where  want  expires,  where  arrogance  uprears : 
The  hail  shall  be  a  flood :  death  in  the  flood  appears. 


CCLXXIX. 

Britain's  proud  heart,  'tis  all  of  solid  ice, 

Against  the  Womanhood  of  God  appearing. 
Layers  of  buried  evils,  vice  in  vice, 

Shape  for  fixed  Unbelief,  the  doom  unf earing; 

While  still  the  tortures  of  the  burden-bearing, — 
Fierce  hunger,  misery,  squalor  and  unrest, — 

Become  wild  Anarchy  for  wrath  uprearing; 
Whilst  men  from  whom  the  proud  their  pittance  wrest 
Invoke  devouring  flame  for  the  last  dread  behest. 


CCLXXX. 

Freedom,  like  some  fierce  maenad, — nature-freedom, 
Whose  fires  engender  in  the  nature-womb, — 

Enters,  and  Britain's  halls  are  made  as  Edom: 
Her  occult  vortex  whirls  to  shape  the  stroom 
That  would  the  splendors  of  the  land  entomb. 

The  labor-hunger  rises  stern  and  wild, 

And  eyes  that  Hunger's  pallid  lights  illume 

Burn  with  dread  ire  on  sumptuous  couches  piled 

As  for  some  god's  repose;  there  Crime  nests  thrice  defiled. 
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CCLXXXI. 

By  niglit  when  the  great  city  reeks  like  Tophet, 

By  day  when  the  green  outland  groans  for  pain, 
The  Jewish  curse,  that  stung  mankind  and  clove  it, 

Pierces,  the  last  of  innocence  to  drain. 

The  bodies  of  the  People  bleed  like  rain ; 
From  Luxury's  venomed  corse  foul  vapor  steals : 

The  hidden  death-world  blackens  for  the  stain ; 
The  Empire  like  some  smitten  giant  reels : 
Against  its  aged  force  Heaven  sets  the  turning  wheels. 


CCLXXXIL 

Hark  to  the  grinding !  hear  the  word  '  coercion,' 

Britain's  great  war-word  and  last  argument;. 
The  spell  whereby  it  holds  each  throned  Inversion 

Set  as  a  rock,  faced  as  a  battlement. 

Behold  it  met  by  God's  word,  sweet  consent. 
Perish  coercion,  Britain  is  no  more. 

'Tis  this,  'tis  this  that  leads  the  last  event. 
Would  men  consent  for  God,  the  planet's  door 
Might  open ;  then  the  reign  of  Force  for  aye  be  o'er. 


CCLXXXIII. 

Britain  coerces  men  to  fraud  and  evil ; 

The  wisest  of  the  world's  Coercive  States, 
It  makes  its  mighty  press  a  working  devil, 

Teaching  mankind  to  scorn  the  Avenging  Fates. 

It  mixes  baseness  with  its  delicates, 
Like  the  dog's  poison  in  the  savior- bread. 

From  the  proud  scripture  of  the  Profligates 
The  world  that  waits  upon  its  thought  is  fed ; 
From  every  cup  and  loaf  the  serpent  lifts  his  head. 
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CCLXXXIV. 

I  clasp  my  Living  Gospel  in  glad  arms : 
My  Scripture !  every  lady,  like  as  mine ; 

These  cottage  girls  sun-browned  upon  the  farms ; 
Those  pale  ones  in  the  labor-hells  who  pine, 
All,  all  should  be  as  she  whom  I  entwine 

For  worship  in  God's  Word  by  mystery  sweet. — 
I  lift,  though  but  in  verse,  Love's  passion-sign : 

Like  the  o'erwearied  bird  my  wings  I  beat : 

Shrinking  but  striving  on,  my  songs  their  flight  repeat. 


CCLXXXY. 

From  Issa's  bosom-lace  this  line  I  draw: 

The  Champion  of  the  Right  should  never  pause: 
Though  oft  the  veering  winds  make  sudden  flaw, 

He  steers  straight  onward  by  the  compass  laws. 

Truth  in  effect,  born  from  the  Truth  of  Cause, 
Urges  him  forward :  foemen  may  offend, 

But  in  his  path  resistances  are  straws 
That  seem  as  serpents,  dragons,  fierce  to  rend. 
God  the  Beginning  is :  God  moves  him  to  His  End. 


CCLXXXVI. 

Ride  forth  then,  panoplied  for  brave  career, 

Truth's  Verse,  and  wing  thyself  o'er  lands  and  waters : 

Thou  art  a  song-scroll  from  her  bosom  dear 

Who  forms  Heaven's  new  ideal  in  the  daughters, 

And  leads  their  knights  to  them:  though  Hatred  slaughters 

The  good,  the  wise,  the  faithful  of  mankind ; 
The  race  of  tyrants,  traitors,  life-exploiters, 

Soon  on  the  white  wings  of  the  Judgment-wind 

Their  death- whirl  shall  be  made;  the  leaves  the  tempest  find. 
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CLXXXVII. 

Go  forth,  Brave  Terse,  and  pitch  thy  tent  for  pleasure 

In  the  great  Babylon,  all  red  with  guilt, 
Where  Tyrannies  their  strength  with  Freedom  measure. 

Go  sure,  swift  sword-blade,  piercing  to  the  hilt: 

Redden  thou  on,  where  martyred  men  have  spilt 
Their  lives  through  years  of  anguish  and  turmoil; 

Yet  go  all  dewy-sweet,  with  hopes  that  melt 
From  Love's  dear  lips,  to  find  the  babes  of  Toil, 
Whom  many  chains  have  bound,  and  many  wrongs  despoil. 


CCLXXXVIII. 

Go  thou  and  say,  4  GOD  FREEDOM  willeth  this, 

That  Righteousness  and  Peace  shall  dwell  at  one.' 
OUR  MOTHER,  hungry  for  Her  children's  bliss, 

Makes  bridal  bread  for  comfortings  begun. 

Sure  is  the  witness  of  the  daughter-son ; 
Swift  the  advances  of  the  Power  instilled: 

God  has  arisen  to  light  our  horizon : 
As  shapes  this  verse  so  shall  the  cities  build, 
And  Truth  be  full  unvailed,  in  Holiness  fulfilled. 


END    OF    CANTO   THE   THIRD. 
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